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fbr Truth and Good are one* 
And Beauty-dwells in them, aad they in her, 
With like participation. AkensiJe, 

Fbrse se tu gustasse abco una volta. 

La milissima parte delle Geoje, 

Che gusto un core amato rlamando, 

Airesterepentita Sospirando, 

Pcrdutto e tutto. il tempo, 

Che) in amor non se spenda» Tasso.- 
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CHAP. XII. 

One part, one little part, we dimly scan 
Thro' the dark medium of lifers feverish drcara. 
Yet dare arraign the whole stupendous plan. 
If but that little part incongruous seem ; 
Nor is that part perhaps what mortals deenu 
Oft from apparent ill our blessings rise : 
Oh ! then renounce that impious self esteem, 
That aims to trace the secrets of the skies ; 
For thou art but of dust— -be humble, and be wise. 

Minstretf B. I. 

Becordivi ch^'l primo dolce peso 

Fui de le vostre braccia e prima io n'hebbe 

I cari baci e vi gli diede spesso. 

J^T was the trumpet's warlike blast, the 

^martial clang of amns, the deep-toned 

-3 word of command, echoing from r^nk to 

''^ rank, that roused Imogen from- the sweets 

"-of obi iviating repose. She started from 

.^her pillow; recollection slowly returned, 
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and the events of the preceding night, the 
. circumstance of her present situation, float- 
.ed *' like half-forgot tcji dreaoas" in hec 
mind. 

While she was still engaged in disen- 
tangling her ideas from the confusion in 
which they were involved, a woman en- 
tered the apartment. She introduced her- 
self as the wife of a soldier, whom the 
count had sent to offer h'er services. The 
form of a female-^as a grateful object to 
the eyes of Imogen^ and, while the woman 
offi<:i(Kisly assisted at her simple toilet, 
Iniog^n thankfully accepted her services. 
This military female was in. every sense of 
the word a Frenchwoman, free, commu- 
nicativei abnd unreserved, and not a little 
curious as to the disguise of the fair pri- 
soner ; to whom she related a long story of 
a lady \fho hadgot into the camp in a sol- 
dier*s dress to see her knight the evening 
before the battle of lyri. Imogen, laugh- 
ingly, assured her that that had not been 
the object of her disguise ; and, pleased 
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Vfr'ith her garrulity, chatted to her with that 
fascinating condescension which ever wins 
on the heart of humble inferiority. 

As soon a^ she had finished the very 
necessary and refreshing dxities of the 
toilet^ her attendant retired, and in a few, 
minutes a page entered to inform her the 
count waited breakfast for her in the out* 
ward apartment. Thither Imogen followed 
him. The count was leaning pensively 
over the back of a chair, on which his'hel- 
iT>et and sword were laid. A few grey 
locks, no longer confined by the pressure 
of the weighty casque, played on a fore- 
head more strongly marked with the traces 
of care than the furrows of age ; and ia 
his countenance was thit mingled expres-. 
sion of benevolence and melancholy which 
evinced that he had learnt to appreciate 
thesufFeiiags of others by his own ; and 
that the beneficent impulses of his heart 
were confirmed by the suggestion of his 
own internal feelings. 
.When Imogen entered, he started and 
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4 THE NOVICE OP 

gazed on her with little less emotion thaa 
he had done the preceding night ; till ob- 
serving the modest confusion with which her 
eyes avoided his, heapproached, and, taking 
her hand with paternal familiarity, enquired 
how she had passed the night, with more 
solicitude than ceremony; then, having 
dismissed the page, drew a chair for her, 
and seated himself beside her with the ea&y 
freedom of an old acquaintance. Imogen 
already forgot that he in fact was not so : 
while the count pressed her to partake of a 
camp's homely fare, Imogen attempted to 
express the emotions of gratitude his kind- 
ness had awakened ; but her's was not a 
heart to cherish feelings capable of expres- 
, sion ; and the sigh that died on her lipj 
the.tear that swam in her eye, was the only 
eloquence that nature gave them. 

*' And why these tears?/' «aid the 
count, takinjg her hand ,- " flow they from 
'* the recollection of sufferings sustained, 
*' or from an apprehension of dangers yet 
*' to come ? Has the spirit t>f enthusiasm 
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which characterizes these times betrayed 
thee into an adventure beyond thy 
powers to encounter ? or has a softer 
cause than that of party spirit or fancied 
loyalty led thee to adopt this disguise 
and brave the vigilance of our guards ?** 
No, my lord/* said Imogen. *' these • 
♦' are not tears of apprehension or regret, 
♦' but such as the full heart sends to the 
•' eye when words fail to express its feel- 
*^' ings : had you been less kind, they had 
•' flowed perhaps, but not from so sweet a 
*' cause.' ' 

The count seemed still to hang upon the 
sound of her voice for some minutes after 
it had ceased to vibrate ; then he emphati-i 
tally exclaimed ; '* That sweet voice of 
•' thine, fair mysterious stranger, breathes 
«' no unknown accent on my ear : it speaks 
'* peace to my heart ; it revives each dor- 
*' mant power of joyous emotion, and 
'* sheds upon my retreating life the faint 
*' reflection of that sun which beamed 
** upon its dawn^ Speak ! who and what 



>1HL 



I 



it 
«r 



6 T 11 ENOVICEOP 

'** art tliou, that cometh thus endued with 
•' magic spell to wake the. dead to life, 
•* and pour a flood of transient joy upon 
*' a heart whose every spring of happiness 
" has long since been exhausted ?'' then, 
of^serving the effect his singular emotion 
had produced in the astonished counte- 
nance of his guest, he added faintly ; '' But 
forgive me, lady ; my feelings are tny 
masters ; even at this age they 'lead roe 
'* where they will; and your strong re- 
semblance of a person who— is n^omcre — 
might well rouse them to their wildest 
•* excess of tyranny 1 iBut when 1 request 
some account of my fair prisoner, it is 
to sa^e her that pulDlicity of detail 1 am 
•' sure she would shrink from encounter- 
*^ ing; for the report of a femahe spy of 
«* some rank having been taken prisoner 
" last night has already circulated through 
•' the camp.'* 

There was an inexpressible something in 
the air, the looks, and voice, of the count 
dc St. Dorval that would have wonlinli- 
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aiited con.fidence from the narrow "heart of 
distrust itself ; and the all-corifiding> sah- 
g^ine character of Imogen dilatcdf to the 
^yntp^h^tic influence of her illustrious 
host's candid and ingenuous tnannerS. 
With brief simplicity she related her littlfc 
story, slightly toaching on her avcjsion to 
the life to which she had been devoted j 
strid pelftting those adventures which hald 
marked her flight from the chateau de 
Montmarell, and preceded her haviryg bedh 
taken a p-risoner,witli undeviatingaccuracy. 
She then presented the packttj addfcfifsed to 
the lady iAt Roscffkynt, to whom she was 
retbrtirtiendedj in proof of t\ti veracity c>f 
*er detail. 

The interest which the count took in her 
simple narration betrayed itself in his 
7rbunt?enance ; a^nd amazement stolcon the 
-admiration of his gaze as she pronouncdfl 
^he flame of de Rosemont, and presented 
him the packet. 

" Madame dc Rosettiont !" he repeated ; 
*• arKi who reconamended thee> sweet fu^* 
^' tjh^e^ to jl^r protection.'* \ 



8 THE NOVICE OF 

•* The minor canoness of St Dominick, 
. •• my lord/* 

" The minor canoness of St. Dominick ! 
•♦ Merciful God ! and knew you the ca- 
** noness ? and v/txtyou at the convent of 
«' St. Dominick." 

•' The minor canoness' of St. Domi- 
•* nick," said Imogen, wiping away a tear, 
•' was my only friend ; and recollection 
" goes not so far back as to my entrance 
*' at the convent of St. Dominick." 

** Who were thy parents ?" demanded 
the count eagerly. 

** 1 never knew them/* replied Imogen 
feelingly. •* Deserted by them in my in- 
*• fancy, I was received at the wheel of St. 
" Dominick, and reared on the charitable 
•' institution of the order.'* 

"And was there no article of dress, no 
«* circi mstance, that could lead to thedis- 
/* covery of your friends?" asked the count 
in a voice scarcely articulate. 

" None," said Imogen, infected with 
his emotion ; " a coarse veil was wrapt 
'' round my intint form j and ihU cioas» 
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*' which was suspended round my neck, 
•• bore no mark but the initials of the saint 
•* to whom I was devoted, and on the re- 
'' verse the name of Imogen, by which 
•' name the abbess had me baptised.*' 

** Shew me that cross^V said the count 
faintly. Imogen loosened it from her neck, : 
and. presented it with a hand almost as 
tremblingas that which was eagerly stretch* 
ed out to receive it. The count gazed on 
it till his glazed eyedropt tears ; then aU 
most breathless with agitation he inarticu. 
lately exclaimed : ** Lady, eighteen years 
*' ago this cross was fastened round th& 
*' neck of my only child. Merciful 
«' heaven, mock not my hopes ! Yet, oh 
" my heart, lie still ! That child bore on ' 
•* her cheek and just beneath her left tem- 
♦' pie a singular mark ; it was indelible ; 
*' not the effect of accident, but born with 
*' her/* 

•♦ Was it — such— as this ?•* faintly, trem- 
blingly, exclaimed Imogen, falling instinc- 
tively at the count's feet, and raising those 
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luxuriant tresses ^whith ^teided ivcr ^emplt ; 
•* was it such «s *his?" 

Agitated »lmoat » dissrfjfition, pantiiig, 
breathless, the count'^s eyes rolled in silj&nce 
on the mark ; then were raised to heaven 
with an expression ^liepe, gratitude, and 
ccstacy ; while wil;h a sigh that seenwd to 
rend his heart he faintly exclaimed : " Gk)d 
" of omnipotence 1 my diild V' and stretch- 
ing forward to receive her in his anns, fell 
lifeless on the earth. 

Imogen sunk on the bosom of her iicw- 
found father, and th€ shriek that escaped 
her lips brought the Squire and page into 
the apartment. 

Amazed at the scene whicli presented 
itself, and suspecting that the disguised 
prisoner was the cause of the situation in 
which they found their apparently lifeless 
lord, instead of giving him the assistance 
he required, they rudely seized the prostrate 
Imogen; who, clinging to the count, 
faintly exclaimed, '• My father ! oh my 
•« father 1" The tone of her voice reached 
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the feifitly thitjbbing iicatt xxfthc coont5, 
ahd stole ^vich itnovatitig inHuenGe on hi^ 
^ensesw Imogen raised his drooping liead 
tjri her bosom; ahd, bathing li is hands with 
her tears, softly demanded^ ** Am I indeed 
^* thy chHd ?** The count clasped her 
hands in his, fixed his ardent gazeonhet 
ftce, ^nd, wbihe hfe iobfcs df melting ten- 
derness lingered on /every feahire, arid 
dwelt with tender curiosity^atid kmazemfent 
on every lineament, he faintly exclaimed^ 
" My child I my long-lost child 1 '' then 
with a deep-drawn sigh caaght her to hii 
bjeast, and wept over her in silence : whi'k 
Imogen, as if lost in sweet iHos^ions of a 
delightful dream, from whicti she dreaded 
to awake, mingled her tears ^if h hi^ . 

Mean tiiane the domestks ga2led on th4 
affecting scene in an amazement which for 
some minutes deprived them of the power' 
of Motion or of speech. iPhe squire, who 
had been for twenty years the humble 
companion of the coufiit St. £)drval, tookfed 
earnestly atiniogen) aiid ia^ to^e of ii^ 
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cognition exclaimed : ** Holy Mother ! 
" sure it is the countess herself;" while 
the count, who was now seated on a couch, 
pointed to Imogen, and, addressing the 
squire, in an affecting tone exclaimed : 
•' Richambaut, hast thou ne*er seen a form 
•'andjaee like that ?" 

"Not, my lord,'^said the squire, *' since 
*' I beheld the countess de St. Dorval." 

/* Behold her daughter!" said the count, 
with an air of mingled exultation and delight, 

Richambaut fell at Imogen's feet, and 
respectfully kissed the trembling hand ex- 
tended to raise him. 

'« Since 1 have lived to see this day/* 
said the old man with tears, " 1 have lived 
" long enough." Then with a delicacy 
that intimated no common mind he with- 
drew with the page, checking the ardent 
curiosity of his affectionate solicitude till 
the first flush of emotion had subsided i^ 
the bosom of his lord ; of whose sufferings 
.he had long been the witness, of whose 
transports he could well judge. 
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While Imogen,, confused, bewildered, 
transported, hung on the shoulder of her 
father, the count, still gazing on her, 
seemed as if every sense was absorbed in- 
the contemplation of her face and figure; 
then drawing her towards hini he ener- 
getically exclaimed : " Oh ! 1 could not 
" be. deceived ! thy first glance sunk to 
my soul, and rekindled the sacred flame 
nature illumined in my heart, when in 
*' thy safntcd mother's circling arms I first 
** beheld thee, smiling like a seraph on 
♦' her nurturing bosom ! Thy first accents 
«' spoke to my heart in thy mother's welL 
'• remembered tones, and its ardent paU 
" pitation acknowledged thee her child, 
1* her long-lost, long-lamented child !" 
Then dropping on one knee, and raising 
the clasped hands of Imogen in his, he 
exclaimed in a tone awful, affecting, and 
impressive: '* Eternal disposer of the uni- 
" verse! receive the grateful offerings of 
*« two hcarts,who, by the fatherly interposi* 
;' tion of thy providential care, are restored 
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** to happiness and to each othet.'' And 
U'hile words of'pious gratitude Tnurmured 
on his quivering lips he embraced his kneeU 
ing child, rai^d her in his arttxs, and im- 
plored a blfcssing on h^r head. 

The benediction of a father for the ?i¥st 
time breathed on the ear and sunk to th^ 
heart of Imogeii : she felt it was a father 
pronounced it, and felt she was his child. 
The various and powerful feelings of hci- 
agitated heart stemied to havfe reached thfeif* 
climax of emotion : she fixed her eyies ort 
the count's face till they wtrie glatfed with 
tears ;* a- convulsive laugh of ecstacy burst 
from her lips : ** Then I have a fether !'' 
she wildly exclaimed, and sunk mbtionless, 
though not insensible^ oh his shoulder. 

« You have, you have !" exclaimed, the 
count, pressing her to his Heart, wh le a 
warm tear fell 6n her cheiek : that tear was 
the sweet cordial administered by nature, 
and the fading senses of Imogen t-eVivcd to 
its influence. 
^'Ihave a father !'* ^hc repeated in a 
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tone of firmness s^Dftened ^'delight ; ^'and 
•*ifhaft precious tear h *rtiy asfsurarice.'* 

The ^oiir which 'succ^eeded vo those 
evemfirl, those precibUS tnoments already 
elapsed, "was occupied in the indulgence 
of those poignant ftelrngs description fails 
to reach, and the strongest powers of ima* 
ginarion but Faintly conceives. Ihnogen, 
the tong-deserted, alienated, friendless lino- 
gen, tvhose heart had hitherto so long che- 
rished those sweet and glowing affections, 
those tender and refined sensibilities, it was 
so eminently organized to feel, yet cherish- 
ed them in vain ; and who, rich in all those 
sensations that constitute the summit of 
human felicity, had hitherto lived isolated 
from their enjoyment, and, amidst the so^ 
ciai blisses of creation, still wandered 



** A solitary fly, 
** Without a horde of sweets, 
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now for the first time met a father's tender 
gaze, and heard hersdf claimed by- the 
endearing title of child: while the ardent 
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feelings of the count (in whose bosom the 
warm affections still reared their unfaded 
heads, as though the chili breath of age 
had not sighed upon their freshness) re- 
velled in the transporting conviction, of 
having found a long-lamented and only 
child, the fair and blooming transcript of 
the idol of his youthful adoration, of the 
saint of his maturer homage; a saint to> 
whom his heart had erected a shrine where 
affliction still offered hourly tributes of ten- 
derness and regret. 

To the tide of emotion which at first 
overwhelmed the souls of the father and 
child succeeded that ardent and mutual 
curiosity so natural to their situation. Imo- 
gen, though flurried beyond the power of 
perspicuous detail, briefly ran over the par- 
ticulars of her life since consciousness first 
awakened in her mind amidst the dreary 
cloisters of St. Dominick. Her relation 
was indeed little more than an history of her 
sensations or ideas ; for till within the last 
six months her life had been monotonous 
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and unvaried, equally barren of incident 
and destitute of event. That part of it 
where her heart was most interested was 
the most eloquently touched on ; and 
when she spoke of her connection with the 
canoness, the virtues, the talents, the gene- 
rosity of her friend, the spirit of friend- 
ship seemed to breathe inspiration on her 
detail, and gratitude shed her glowing 
tints on each trait of excellence memory 
delighted to reveal. The character of the 
lady Magdclaine and the friar were spor- 
tively sketched off with all those powers of 
comic delineation which betrayed the dis- 
position of their possessor as not wholly 
inimical to 

** Every scene of ridicule iu thiagi,*- 

when the playfulness of the happiest tem- 
perament was not cloudec^ by the shadowy 
influence of care, distracted by the throes 
of suspense and anxiety : and her account 
of her situation at the chateau^ and the 
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authorship of her learned patronessr, drew 
a smile to the lips of the count, whose pen- 
sive brow gradually resigned its compress 
sion to the influence of her cheering vi- 
vacity ; white the eager attention with 
which he hung an her detail seemed 
touched w ith new interest a^ she dwelt on 
the character and friendship of the minor 
canon^ss of 9t. Dominiok. 

W hea she htcd concluded her interesting 
relation, ovar which she had shed those 
illum-inations of «)ind the light of genius 
©nly emanates, and which the count, under 
the gfateful coftscioosncs^ of paternal- 
pride, had delightedly noticed, he ten- 
derly embraced her, and uttered a prayer 
of thankfulness to heaven,that in recover- 
ing a child be had found her indued with 
that strength and cultivation of mind 
which is ever the best testimony of the 
virtues of the heart. 

While on the bewitching graces which 
accompanied these invaluable possessions 
he was silent, but not u'nobsei-vrng, after a^ 
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patiste of some length the courtt said : '' I 

•* must now, "my hAoVtH child, leave you 

'* for a short time. Vcu'hafve bcfcn brought 

^'a prisoner to this camfp, and as such 1 

*' starnd aiccotintaWe fc^r you to ou'r 'com- 

^* *maftder in dhief. The youtig *dafce cfe 

'' Guise ^as 'lately joi/nrfl -his 'uircle, the 

'•* '<}trke de Ma)*emte : Vhey ztc bo^tfh nr^y 

*♦ friends, tod 1 haverire hohour tb lie 

" collaterally connected with the duke by 

" his mother's side, whose virtues and ta- 

•' lents are the admiration of the world. 

^ I well know how deeply my illustrious 

" friends will participate in my rapture, 

*< when 1 acquaint them that in my pri- 

•' soner I have found my loi\g.lost daugh- 

*« ter : but lest the instinct of nature 

*' should but faintly corroborate the inco- 

•* herent claim I have made to thee as 

<* such, talce this key. On the table near 

** the couch where you reposed last night, 

•* you will behold a small casket : it con- 

«' tains some papers relative to my life and 

'* thy birth. When amidst the ^loQU\ ot 
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*' midnight I have left my restless pillow, 
" and soothed my sorrows by retracing 
*' them (sure beyond the sad indulgence 
** of my own melancholy feelings) some 
•'sweet and secret intuition urged me to 
** the^ mqurful task, and my heart's faint 
«* hopes suggested that the tear of filial 
•' tenderness should bathe those woes pa«^ 
•* ternal anguish had recorded.*' 
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CHAP. XIII. 

Here's moch to do with Mte^ but more with love. 

Shakspbake. 

Maidel siu de la madre em pa fortuna 
Pargoletto devdse. 

59/ie^/o i/€ ToRQUATTO Tasso. 

As soon as the count had retired, Imogen, 
all eagerness, all hope, all emotion, flew 
to the casquet. The first object that pre- 
scnred itself to her eye was the miniature 
of a beautiful female, whose strong resem- 
blance to herself left no doubt that it was 
the picture of her mother; and the kiss 
iier warm lip stamped on it was bathed 
-with tears of tenderness and regret. On 
the back of the gold which encased it was 
written, " Julia de Ribemont, countess 
«* de St. Dorvai.*' '< Then 1 am indeed 
*« the daughter of the count and countess 
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*' de St Dorval !" was the silent ejacula- 

» 

tion of the tender but not unambitious 
heart of Imogen. She then took out a 
roll of manuscript^ and eagerly began the 
peiusal of the following 

MEMOIRS. 

Among the ancient nobility of Provence 
the barons de Mmtargis and the counts 
de St. Dorval held no subordinate rank. 
Equally high in the sca.le of dignity, power^ 
and opulence, their equality produced 
those germs of competitorship which many 
unavoidable and many adventitious cir- 
cumstances contributed; 'to mature. Whe- 
ther embroiled in domestic feud$ or foreign 
contentions ; whether, in the slumber of 
warfare, or the ini^ervals of peace, they en- 
tered the ring, or jousted at the tourna- 
ment.; or whether amidst the social enjoy- 
ments of the public banquet or thepriva,cy 
of retired life; still the powers of dissen^ 
sion, of hereditary hatred, opposed them to 
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^jukch other on the list of invtetcrate and ir- 
i:^cori€il€able enmity. 
The Durance, whost bluje waves bathed 
the rocky ba^e of . the chateau Montar* 
gis, reflected from the opposite shore the 
lofty turrets of iSt/ Dorval. Ages had 
rolled over the time-proof ec^iifices of anti^ 
quity; and still they frown on each other 
in all the gloomy pride of rivalship, and 
itill do they give to the eye of the beholder 
no faint emblem of that domestic animosity 
which has so long existed,, and still sub- 
sists, between their respective families. The 
family de Montargi^ embraced the heresies 
of Luther in the reign of Henry the Se- 
cond.^ The counts de St. Dorval, at the 
^ame period, wereactivein their endeavours 
'to check the innovation the schismatic 
spirit of the age was gradually introducing 

' * Henry the Second executed tie edids against 
the Hugonots \vitl^ the uimokt severity. He erected 
a chamber of prosecution, composed of members of 
the parliament; and at the coronation of his queen 
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into the immutable system of their ances- 
tors' holy faith. In a later day the barons 
de Montargis united with Catherine dc 
Medicis, and afterwards with Henry of 
Navarre in suppressing the League and 
crushing the houseof Lorraine : the counts 
de St. Dorval in promoting the measures 
of the League and supporting the duke of 
Guise.* Thus religious distinction and 
political faction seemed united in their en- ' 
deavours to sharpen the asperity of family 
feuds ; but it remained for that passion, 
which should be the great solvent of every 

rancorous sentiment, to hurl the arrow of de- 
fiance at every hope of reconcilement ; and 
love completed that structure of discord, 
of which hereditary religious and political 
hatred had laid the foundation. Twenty 



Cath^ripe de M'edicis was present at an auta defe of 
obstinate Hugonots, which contributed, among the 
othernuptial testiviiies, lo the amuseraent of the 
court. 

* Mead of the princes of Lorraine. 
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years have elapsed since the present baron 
de Montargis and count de St. Dorval 
were in the prime of life. They were the 
only sons of two tender but -ambitious 
fathers, who had not yet paid the debt of 
nature, and who instilled into the minds 
of their children those principles of dis- 
sension which had from infancy rankled in 
their own. The younger de Montargis 
was of a cold, phlegmatic, and gloomy 
character: the ambition of a great alliance 
had forced him into an early marriage, and 
he became a father and a widow er in the 
very spring of life. On the death of his 
first lady, love suggested a second union ; 
and Julia de Ribemont, a rich protestant 
heiress, and the ward of his father, became 
his betrothed bride by the dying wishes of 
her parent. The lady de Ribemont was con- 
ducted to the chateau de Montargis previous 
to the celebration of their nuptials, and the 
two de Montargis's were only prevented 
frpm accqoipanying her by the political dis- 
traction which at that period agitate^ Paris. 
VOL, ij. c . 
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Mean time the younger St. Dorval, ad- 
verse to the political intrigues in which his 
father was engaged at the metropolis, of a 
delicate constitution, and of a romantic 
and studious turn^ wooed peace and the 
muses amidst the embowering shades of 
Provence i where every grove was sacred 
to the presiding deities of love and song, 
and breathed the spirit of the tutelar being 
to which'they were consecrated. It was 
at this period a circumstance took place 
which produced the following letters. 

Let Icy the firsts 

M. de St. Dorval to the Lady Julia deRibemont. 

Suffer me, madam, to reject those ele- 
gant acknowledgments, as dangerous as 
they are unmerited. The spirit of bene- 
volence irradiates .your countenance, yet 
you talk of a common-place act of hu- 
manity in a light a being of inferior species 
only should consider it. If your looks, 
your air, your eyes, are truly illustrative of 
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your mind, your sentiments should rise in 
the scale of refinement, even beyond the 
conception of ordinary characters. Re- 
view, madam, the little incidentonce more 
which gave birth to your polite note of this 
morning; and, as the first indiscriminating 
flush of gratitude subsides, it will doubtless 
appear to you in a different point of view* 
Alone and solitary, I was rambling along 
the delicious shores of the Durance, when, 
from the beautiful harbour which fronts the 
portico of the chateau de Montargis^ I be- 
held your little bark put off: my eye pur-^ 
sued its picturesque course ; while its snowy- 
sails unfurled to the breeze, its streamers 
glittering through the foliage of the inter- 
vening groves, it glided proudly o'er the 
wave, as if conscious of the precious trea* 
sure it enshrined. The river's devious 
course had scarcely stolen it from my gaze, 
when sudcienly the sultry air glowed with 
unsupportable ardour; dark red clouds 
hovered in the atmosphere, emitting from 

2 
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their massy points, coruscations of flame, 
or bearing on their gloomy surface the 
lightning's vivid flash. The distant thun- 
der rolled its profound echoes amidst the 
deep cayiries of the surrounding rocks, 
and the presiding spirit of the storms 
seemed to brood its furies on the late glossy 
bosom of the Durance : its waves swelled, 
became agitated, rose to the elevation of 
mountains, or sunk to the dark chasm of 
an abyss. Guided only by two youthful 
rowers, I beheld your boat vainly strug- 
gling with the rapidly-increasing horrors 
of the storm ; and, amidst the wind's 
shrill squall, the faint cries of female dis- 
tress met my ear. Accompanied by a few 
ef my domestics, well skilled in the navi- 
gation of the river, I ventured, in to a light 
pleasure-boat, ar.d had the good fortune 
to save yours, and conduct you in safety 
to shore. Eager only for your preserva- 
tion, I did not consider whether 'it was to 
the chateau de Montargis, or the chateau 
de St. Dorval I carried you. Chance di- 
rcctcd it should be the latter ; and to be 
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candid, I trembled lest your silence and 
reserve should have been the effect of your 
having already inhaled that pernicious va- 
pour the air of Montargis respires, and 
which seems to poison every mind it taints 
against the faniily of St. Dorval:but haply 
the evident depression of your spirits pro- 
ceeded from the fatigue and apprehension 
you had sustained ; and, to confess the 
truth, I am selfish enough to wish it did ; 
for your condescension in suffering me to 
attend you and your companion home 
lo6ked not like the effects of family pre- 
judice : yet in you, who are .so soon to be- 
come a lovely member of that family, such 
a prejudice might not be wholly unwar- 
rantable. We are apt not only to excuse 
but adopt the errors of those we love; for 
love is a sophist, who preaches not to the 
reason, but the heart ; and all its weak- 
nesses and all its passions are but too fa- 
vourable to the subtlety of his arguments^ 
How little the heart can answer for itself 
this letter betrays; I meant to have writtea 
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, a few lines,and have given you a volume : I 
will,however, only add, that at the moment 
your too grateful and too flattering billet of 
this morning was put into myhandsjvvas on 
the point of making my personal enquiries for' 
your health at the chateau de Montargis. • I 
would not swear^madam, that you come not 

. under the penal laws of Charlemagne on 
the score of sorcery ; and that the sudden 
storm^ with all its relative circumstances, 
was but the illusion of enchantment: for 
certainly nothing less than a magic spell 
could lure a son of the count de St. Dor- 
val to the portals of the baron de Mon- 
targis. I struggle not against supernatural 
agency, I oow to the omnipotence of my 
beautiful enchantress, and. only await her 
command to pay those respects in person, 
with which I am the most humble and de- 
voted of her servants, 

St. DdRYAX-t 



I 
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Billet. 

From M/de St. Dorval to the Lady Julia do 

Ribomont, 

You are right, madam, the soul is of no 
sect, no party : it is, as you say, our pas- 
sions and our- prejudices, which give rise 
to our religious and political distinctions. 
You add, you have already dropt a tear to 
the dissensions, which have so long divided 
the families of Montargis and de St. Dor- 
val : it is thus that angels deplore the self- 
created miseries of man ; although exempt 
by the divinity of their nature from a sym- 
pathy of suffering. May thy sensible heart 
ne'er fell a woe, but what its compassion 
for the sufferings of 'others awakens 1 Cir- 
cumstances prevent your receiving me this 

morning, but to-morrow Why cannot 

time be annihilated till to morrow ? — Till 
to marrow (what magical letters compose 
that little word 1 ) and ever, I feel I am 
destined to be the most devoted of your 
servants, 

St, T)ov.NK\-% 
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Billet. 
And have I spent some hours in the 
' chateau deMontargis ? and are they to be the 
happiest of my existence ? Certainly they 
are, if you persist in your cruel resolve ! 

Not suffer me to see you again ! Gra- 
cious heaven ! why then buffer me to visit 
you at all ? Why permit me to listen to 
those accents which penetrate the soul; 
those sentiments which vibrate in unison 
with all its most refined emotions ; those 
lips so baj^hfully wise ; those eyes so elo- 
quent in silence ? Am I then destined 
never again to listen to the voice of the 
charmer, ' charm she ever so wisely' or 
acknowledge the fugitive and syren graces 
with which nature has adorned her more 
inestimable gifts? perhaps, at this moment, 
ih^inhnl Montargis (happy urchinl)sports 
in your arms, and pleads with cherub 
smiles the cause of his absent father. Yet, 
though 'tis true the boy is Lovers loveliest 
emblem ! yet, oh fair Julia ! construe one 
smile as the cold intercession in the favour 
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of friendship : yes! let the infant boy of 
Montargis plead for St. Dorval ; and St. 
Dorval will forget he is the son of the mzn 
it is his inheritance to hate ; he will consi- 
der hinm only as the child of Julia's future 
adoption; as the child of Julia's future 
husband. — What a politician, even in love, 
is this Montargis, when in his absence he 
consigns, his fascinating cherub to your 
care ? With the perfections of this lovely 
infant ever before your eyes, will they not, 
by a natural association, leadyour thoughts 
towards the father ? happy^ too happy de 

Montargis ! 

St. Dorvae* 

A thousand blessings light on the seraph 
head of your young companion ! You say 
he wasplaying in yourarms when my sup- 
plicating note reached you, and that his 
smiles, and caresses seemed intuitively to 
second my entreaties. I am all gratitude 
for your condescending acquiescence, even 

though obtained by the involutvl^q \vv?- 

c 5 
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fluence of the child of Montargis. Adieu ! 
I shall wish away the hours till this even- 
ing. 

St. Dorval.^ 

Letter. 

A few days are scarcely elapsed since a 
note from Julia would have communicated 
in its touch a thrill of rapture through my 
whole frame; yet with the intuitiveappre- 
hensions of love, I shuddered when I re- 
ceived your letter of this morning. Al- 
though the gravity, and reserve with which 
I have been, lately received might have 
taught me to expect it, I hesitated to break 
the seal ^ and the blood which glowed ia 
my veins aa I kissed the lines so lately 
traced by.you, froze with icy coldness 
round my heart as I perused them. You 
say you weep as you indite, and confess I 
taught those tears to flow : you deplore 
your fatal indulgence to my wishes, yet 
blame me as the efficient cause of youp 
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imprudence. Oh Julia ! you are the ^r- 
bitress of your own destiny, and your 
misery or happiness depends solely on your- 
self. Awaken then from that sJumber of 
the mind into which the timidity of your 
nature has lulled you. Remember that 
you 5.re imprudent only according to the 
circumstances which may govern your 
future life; that that father which promised 
your hand held no power over your heart ; 
that to bestow that hand when the affec- 
tions are withheld will not be prudent but 
criminal ; that though by a parent's will 
the forfeiture of your rich possessions fol- 
lows the breach of that contract your heart 
never subscribed to, you are still left mis- 
tress of your person and your actions. 
Oh Julia, I have now but one other argu-/ 
mcnt to suggest, and then I shall be silent 
forever! 

The son, the only son, of the count de 
St. Dorval, heir to an hereditary hatred to 
the house of Montargis^ anpl stimulated by 
many personal aggravations to nourish that 
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aversion, imbibed almost with maternal 
nurture, has sacrificed his justly-founded 
- hatred, personal dislike, political and reli- 
gious sentiments, his resentment, his pru- 
dence, and his pride, at the feet of Julia de 
Ribemont : all, all have vanished to the 
glance of her eye, to the sound of her 
voice, and^t. Dorval, the once proud and 
haughty St. Dorval, has meanly and clan- 
destinely stolen through the forbidden por- 
tals of Montargis, which for ages have 
been barred against his family, which stifl . 
but for their master's absence would have 
been closed against himsdf, only to catch 
one smile from the lip of Julia, one glance 
of soft encouragement from her eye I Such, 
oh Love, is thy omnipotence I But why 
delineate to Julia the feelings of a heart 
whose every vibration she is already mis- 
tress of? It is true I have hitherto been 
silent, and Julia. has. been^ — Qh" heavens ! 
her infatuated modesty,* her timid reserve, 
her refined and elevated delicacy, even when 
caution closed the eye, ajid when prudencs 
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slumbered, breathed the vestal soul of sub- 
lime and immaculate purity itself; and 
when even the remembrance of her beauty's 
transient flower, her lively wit's bewitch- 
ing blandishment, her youthful form's fresh 
fascinating graces, shall fade in the lapse 
of time, those sweet attributes of feminine 
perfection shall live in my heart's fond re- 
collection till that heart shall cease to be 
Julia's, shall cease to throb with life ! Yes, 
Julia, in spite of your siknce and reserve, 
you l^now you are beloved ; and oh 1 if \x\y 
heart has not cjeceitfulJy construed in my 
favour those sweet compliances I have read 
in thy full blue eyes, those sudden blushes 
that warmed thy cheek at my appearance,, 
that touching pensive air which softly 
ushered in my loitering departure, Julia's 
heart beats with no languid pulse for ?iX.. 
DorvaU The emotions which pursue this 
(perhaps chimerical but blissful) convic- 
tion baffle description ; they overpower,, 
they overwhelm me. I will not, dare not> 
add another line, save that in which I ca- 
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treat you will suffer me to see you an hour 
before sunset this evening on the west ram- 
part of Montargis. Oh Julia, Julia ! you 
will not, must not refuse this last request 
of him who only holds his existence from 
your hand^. 

St» Dorvajl.. 
Letter. 

M.de St. Dorval to the Chevalier de S«rviUe,.al Parisr 

ViUa de Tiora, Tuscany, 

Your letter has followed me here : I 
dare not dwell on its contents : its argu- 
ments are unanswerable, for they are the 
vigorous offspring of that mens eonscia recti 
which, amidst the trials of your chequered 
life, and the vicissitudes of your sensible 
heart, has never deserted you. It is ia you 
alone we trace the sanguine virtues of 
youth united to the wisdom of age and 
the cautious prudence of experience. It 
i^ for you only, great and amiable philan- 
thropist ! to subdue the agonized throbbing 
of your own lacerated heart, to alleviate the 
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sorrows or rectify the errors of your friend. 
But it is now too late. Julia dc Ribemont is 
mine by every tie human and divine. She 
has flown from a world unworthy of her : 
she has lust perhaps the languid approba- 
tion of the prejudiced, the pity of the ig- 
norant, and forfeited those possessions tor 
which alone the unfeeling de Montargis^ 
sought her alliance : but she has bestowed 
on your friend an inexha^istible mine of 
felicity, and participates in all the happi- 
ness she confers. Let then my inexorable 
father renew his unnatural and cruel vow^ 
which casts me for ever an alien from his 
love: let my enemies triumph in the de- 
feat of my prudence and the downfal of 
my pride : Julia de Ribemont is mine ! that 
sweet conviction fills my whole hearty nor 
leaves one avenue open to regret. 

That I have stolen a portionless wife 
from the family of Montargis, you tell me, 
is not the main object of my father's im- 
placable resentment ; but that in wedding 
a Hugonot, this unfortunate union may 
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give birth to a race of heretics, whose 
apostacy shall cast an indelible stain on the 
uncontaminated faith of the house of St. 
Dorval, and forfeit the religious as well as 
the political principles of their ancestors, 
incessantly harrows his mind, and aggra- 
vates resentment beyond the power of re- 
conciliation. Oh, de Sorville, how little 
does he know of the liberal, the noble- 
minded Julia! She already has no will but 
her husband's; and if her faith is founded 
on error, it is at least free from that Pha- 
risaical zeal and stubborn bigotry which 
the conscious infallibility of ours inspires. 
The ardour of your friendship certainly 
misleads you, when you wish me to appear 
in the presence of my father ere the first 
flush of his anger has yet subsided. Time 
is the best soother of those irritations which 
flow rather from the passions than the 
reason. In the interim, add to all I al- 
ready owe you by remaining with my fa- 
ther, and supplying to him that place his. 
undutiful but still affectionate son has for- 
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felted. You are his nearest relation ; your 
influence over him was once only second 
to mine, and now reigns unrivalled. You, 
who have lost a Rosalie de Vilktte^ can 
have no tie to attach you to the world but 
the benefit it may derive from your example 
and exertions. Oh! in every thing my 
superior but in years, I place my destiny in 
your hands: steal me again into my fa- 
ther's heart, and rescue the brilliant felicity 
I enjoy from those hovering shades with 
which the consciousness of filial ingrati- 
tude may at a future period obscure it. 
I cannot dismiss this letter without giv- 
^ ing you some slight sketch of our present 
situation. The villa de Fiora is the only 
inheritance I possess independent of my 
father. Even the diversified and beautiful 
landscapes of Provence can give you but a 
faint idea of the glowing charms of Tuscan 
scenery; nor docs Italy present to the gaze 
of tasteful admiration a spot more luxuw 
riant in beauty, than the villa de Fiora. In 
this sweet retreat, imparadiscd in bliss, sc^ 
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eluded from the world, its cares, its prc- 
' judices ; lost to every reflection of the past, 
to every anxiety for the future ; for three 
months, three fleet and rapturous months, 
the finger -erf* smiling felicity daily wove 
such hours of bliss in the web of our exist- 
ence as fancy's bright idea gives to the 
heavenly, to the pure and subtle joys of 
Elysium. Oh ! how describe that crisis of 
bliss, where the full heart is insensible to a 
want ; that union of soul which sympathy, 
friendship, esteem, and passion, inviolably 
confirm ; that soft delirium of the senses 
which communicates the charm of love to 
every object around us, and represents 
them to the eye under CTiew and more 
delightful aspect than reality confers ? 
I will not attempt to delineate what you 
have felt and I still enjoy. May they 
again be yours ; and may some other 
Rosalie de Villette, fair, lovely, and excel- 
lent as her you have lost, awaken you to 
a repetition of those exquisite feelings 
which are noWji in the most extensive and 
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refined sense, the possession of your friend. 

Adieu! 

St. Dorval, 

I had almost forgot to mention a singu- 
lar circumstance. Siephano^ my father's 
Spariish servant, and who has ever stood so 
high inl)is favour, has had a dispute with 
hi^ lord, which has caused their separation ; 
and he has followed me to Italy, to seek aii 
asylum in my little establishment. He 
supplicated me with tears in his eyes to 
receive him ; aijd, as I remember him from 
my infancy, I could not refuse his request^ 
which was seconded by the seducing inter- 
cession of my sweet Julia ; yet I know the 
fellow to possess all the gloom and bigotry 
which generally characterises his country- 
men. 



Froni the period in which this letter was 
written something more than a year fled 
away in the enjoyment of every social de- 
light. A lovely infant became a new liga- 
ment in the indissoluble tie which^ bound 
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the two fondest of all human hearts ; and in 
the sweet and sacred character of a mother, 
madame de St. Dorval shone with new 
lustre in the eyes of the father, the hus- 
band, and the lover. Mean time neither 
the soothing suggestions of natural affec- 
tion, nor the never-ceasing intercession of 
the chevalier de Sorville, could soften the 
asperity with which the prejudices of the 
count St. Dorval regarded the conduct of 
his son, whom he had formally deprived by ] 
will of all the law permitted to be with- 
held. 

The old baron de Montargis was in the 
interim killed in an affray at Paris ; arid 
his son,- in full possession of the forfeited 
estates of the heiress de Ribemont, pub- 
licly laughed at the romance of his suc- 
cessful and disinterested rival, and secretly 
nourished a hope of revenge, which he^ 
soon found an opportunity to display, 
thought not wholly to accomplish. High 
in favour with Charles the Ninth, although 
a rigid Hugonot, he found means of in- 



ST. DOMINICK# 45 

sinuating a report to the royal ear, preju- 
dicial toth« loyalty of the bouse de St. Dor^ 
vaL His son's absence left the old count 
to stand the brunt of an accusation, which 
not even the suspicious tyranny of Charles 
could validate. This circumstance occa- 
sioned a rencontre between the count and 
the baron de Montargis, in which the for- 
mer was sh'ghtly wounded. The report 
reached the ears of the younger de St. 
Dorval, and for the first time since his 
marriage contrition smote his heart. It 
was in vain he would have concealed froni 
hinnself that his conduct had irritated de 
Montargis to the base revenge he had 
sought; a revenge that exposed his father 
to the ignominy of a public accusation ; 
that while this venerable father exposed his 
life in defence of his honour with youthful 
ardour, his son, amidst the soft and syren 
•scenes of Italy, laptin love's Elysium, and 
wholly resigned to rapturous indolence, 
passed his youthful days amidst the inglo- 
rious joys of peace and love. 
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Even the blandishments of his beautiful 
.wife, the infant caresses of his lovely 
daughter, failed to awaken one thrill of 
rapture in a heart where remorse sat brood- 
ing over the keen plaints of conscience. 
It was at this period a letter arrived from 
the chevalier de Sorville, his best and only 
friend, which finally determined him on a 
step he had long meditated. 

" Your father," said the chevalier,** after 
having recovered his wound, and arrived 
from Paris at the chateau de St. Dorval 
in tolerable health and spirits, was seized 
with a paralytic stroke. This is the se- 
cond he has had since your marriage ; a 
third is to be feared, and will leave no 
hopes of his recovery. Need I add more to 
induce you instantly to set off for France ? 
Madame St. Dorval will join her seducing 
entreaties to mine, and assist in restoring 
you to your father. I have only to add, 
that the baron de Montargis has obtained 
the gove- ..icnt of a porthern province, 
and ^ AS left his young son to be edu- 
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cated at the chateau de Montargis, to 
court the return of that popularity his 
father had justly forfeited." 

** Go/* said madame St. Dorval, throw- 
ing herself into her husband's arms, when 
she had read this letter ;'* go, and com- 
plete the happiness you have begun : go, 
restore yourself to your father's heart, 
and heal the only wound that rankles in 
" that of Julia.** 

The next morning St.Dorval set out for 
France ; he parted from his wife and child, 
and parted with happiness forever! On 
his arrival at Provence he found the inha- 
bitants of the chateau St. Dorval over- 
whelmed with consternation and sorrow. 

*' It is in vain to conceal it from you/* 
^aid the chevalier de SorviHe, embracing 
him ; " your father has just breathed his 
•^ last.'* St. Dorval sunk lifeless into those 
arms which strained him to the noblest 
heart that ever throbbed in a human 
breast. 

It was not till some days after the inter- 
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nient of the count's remains, and until the 
first flow of that filial affection which re- 
morse sharpened to insupportable agony in 
the breast of his son had subsided, that the 
.will of the late count was opened, in the 
midst of a numerous assembly. The count 
St. DoKval and his friend the chevalier de 
Sorville alone testified no surprise on finding 
that the late lord of St. Dorval had left 
nothing to his son but that patrimony of 
which he could not deprive him ; and that 
the estate brought into the family by his 
alliance with his lady (one of the richest 
heiresses in France), together with vast 
personal possessions, were bequeathed to 
the chevalier de Sorviile. 

The chevalier, approaching the notary, 
who read the will aloud, took it into his 
own hands, and, having looked it slightly- 
over, tore it into a thousand pieces. ** Thus 
*' perish," said he firmly, " the unjust in- 
^* strumentof parental displeasure, framed 
'* under the immediate operation of pre- 
•' judtce and passion ! Had the count 
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** lived to recover his perfect senses, which 
« the natitre 6f his disorder deprived him 
'*" of 6o teng before his death, thus would 
^ it have perished by his hands/* Then 
throwing himsetf into the arms of St. Dor- 
val, %e ddded in a toile of affectionate ela« 
tkm, ^* Lpng may the count of St. Dorval 
«* live to enjoy the ancient possessions of 
''^ his illustrious ancestors !*• 

St. Dorval had a heart to feel as pro- 
foundly the generosity of his friend, as that 
inestimable friend had a soul capable of 
every act that raises humanity even above 
itself. In return for all he had voluntarily 
relinquished, the chevalier was with diffi- 
cuky prevailed on to accept St. DorvaPs 
Tuscan estate, although extremely limited 
in an income which was rather the p^tri- 
mony of the distressed than his own. 

After some time spent in necessary ar- 
tangement, the count and his friend set 
off for Italy, to conduct the countess and 
her daughter back to France. The count 
had not acquainted his wife with hU (k.- 

vox, i/# D 
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parture from France j aod; his JiCfirt fbiidty 
, sketched the idea of his unexpected return 
to Julia with all the delicate ai^dourof a 
lover, writh all the more homefelt satisfaci- 
tion of a husband.; A a absence of nearly 
two mpfith;? had revised thfpfsc .fading 
r floWiCf s <)f passion \vhiuh. drooped beneath 
the ardour of unclouded possession; and, 
distant from the object of his idolatry, 
fancy^hed^ those divineattractipns rmind 
her surpassif|g.even the sweet jealityiofiifer 
own ,p<:rfeGtion&* The ^oft feelings of a 
father ameliorated the ardentNenthusiasm 
of thejovei:, and a, thousand hearts swelled 
in thebosom of St. .Dorval when he ar- 
jiyed within view of the groves of deFiora* 
; Leaving- his . frif tid ia the carriage, he 
mounted a swift horse, and proceeded (or 
rather fled) alone to jhe villa,; jealpus ey^n 
that the cvq of friendsiiip should witness 
jthe sacrcdeipfysipnsof his enamoured hcai^, 
that beat w^ith : feverish violence. \ As fee 
Jastened his hprse to a tree at the end of 
the avenue which led to the liouse, and 
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while his eager eye flung round on every 
side its quick enquiring glance, in fond 
expectation of lightiag on the precious ob- 
jects it spugliit, hi^ trembling limbs scarce 
bore him to the portico : but Julia and 
her child reposed not beneath its marble 
shade, as they were wont in. the meridian 
hour. When St. Dorval reached it. it was 
filled with domestics, jvho fled with horror 
and aniazenient at their master's sight : at 
the same moment four strangers passed on, 
bearing a coffin on their shoulders ; aad 
Stephano, the Spaniard who followed it, 
caught the lifeless form of St. Dorval in 
his arms. The fears of St. Dorval were 
not the phantoms of an anxious tender 
heart — Juli^ was no more! 

The return of reason, brought with it all 
the agony of unutterable woe. St. Dor- 
val burst from the arms of de Sorville 
(who shed th®se teari^ the dry and inflamed 
eye of his friend could not weep), and, 
with a frenzy that mocked the power of 
restraint, fledinstinctively to Julia's apart- 

D 2 






meat. The bed was hung with black, an3 
covered with a pall : beside it lay the 
cradle of her infant ; the veil which was 
fluiig over it was that which Julia wore 
when St. Dorval last strained her to hi« 
heart. St. Dorval snatched it away, but 
it covered not the form of Jiis child* He 
called alternately on the names of Julia 
and her daughter : no lisping murmur, no 
rneUing voice of tenderness, answered to 
the frantic enquiries of the husband and 
the father. The image of despair in its 
gloomiest aspect, St. Dorval clasped his 
hands, and seated himself on Julia's bed. 

It was in that dreadful moment, whdn 
every feeling of his heart was wound up^ 
to the last strain of suffering ; when con^ 
viction of the loss he had sustained touch* 
ed the nerve of soi/l-felt uorrow even Co 
the very quick ; when his wildly throbbing 
temples shot pangs of anguish through his 
burning braini and his glaring eye and 
flushing cheek felt riot the refreshing dew 
of one heart-easing tear; it was in that 
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dreadful moiP|^^ when the blackest hor- 
rors of despai^^^^^^ded to the liveliest^ 
sweetest hopes of Ipve and rapture^ that the 
chevalier 4c SorviUe sought to soften the' 
jwilenf stubbornsorrowsof his friend by re- 
lating the ihel^nchply cause ^yhich had 
awakened them.^ He read aloud the fol- 
lowing letters, which were on the point of 
being dispatched to St. Dorval when he 
arrived at the villa de Fiora. 

fragment: of a jQwcnalfirom Madame ia^^ 

M. derSi.D^rval.^ 
Were I to tell thee at what hour in the 
twenty- four Iinlss thee most^ it would be 
in the decline of evening, that sweet so- 
lemn season so dear to the pensive plea- 
sures of the hearty so consonant to the 
tone of our n>inds and feelings, when day 
and night seem to struggle for that empire 
twilight has^ usurped ; when the western 
star sheds his pale light on the deep blue - 
of the oloudlessatmos|diere, and the sun's 
lasjt fading blush still glows on the purple^* 
Dpiats of evenings ^Tis then^^oUtaiy and^ 
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alone, I wandef to those luxuriant shades 
\vhere in the decline of a Wautifill day we 
used to repose. Fancy animated by ten* 
cierness and regret touches every object 
^vlih the idea^of my absent love : in every 
'sighing breeze I hear the voice of St. Dor- 
val, and a soft recollection of my husband 
steals on me from the view of every object, 
i weep, but fny tears afe not ungracious ; 
and 1 return honie, and court that repose 
which lures to my pillow the soft dream 
that gives me back St. Dorval and mocks 
the power of absence. It will gladden thy 
fond heart to hear that some new intelli-i 
gence daily beams on the «eraph counter 
nance of our little Imogen ; and I almost 
expect to hear her cherub mouth pro- 
nounce the name of mother. Oh, what a 
joy were that to the mother's doating heart ! 
She- almost springs from her nurse's arms 
to mine, and with :that eager look of joy 
her father's speaking eye so often emanates. 
• Mayst thou,' said I this morning, * re- 
5 scmblc thy father in virtue as in person I* 
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The precious infant clung to^rt)^ "bosom. 
and seemed to' smile . assurancfe to -my 
prayer. : 

To-day, as I spread my trinkets^%efore^ 
he^, she seized on the agate cross that was 
onee thy sainted mother's (which you' 
prize more from that circumstance than its- 
intrinsic value), and held- it so fast that 
Ursuline, who is a right piods catholic, in- 
sisted on tying it round her neck ; and so 
it has become the little monopolizer's pro- 
perty. Stephano, who was arr^ging a 
flower-vase at the time, looked on with 
marked expression in his eye at the trans- 
action : doubtless he thought it boded well 
of the future piety of our infant, in spite 
of her mother's heresy. You know, his 
bigotry 5 yet he is a faithful soul, and 
officiously attentive in your absence. I 
have sat in the portico all day, watching^ 
the expected arrival of your courier, and 
have now returned to rny own room to 
chide you for your inattention. Three long/ 
long weeks/ and no letter for Julia \ Thar 
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you may hayc received my packet ! My 
heart can well judge of the anxiety of 
yours by that with which it h agitated at 
this moment. My spirits are wretchedly 
depressed s and^ without any immediate* 
cause, my tears fall faster than I can write. 
I will invoke the tali&manic power of my 
sweet infant's smiles : at this xAoment I 
hear her sporting in Ursuline's arms b^ 
neath the casement. Adiev, my leva! ^ 
sweet evening succeeds to an oppressive a,ll4 
sultry day : I am goii^ to join our little 
girl^ and dissipate by a ramble the glpo^ny 
visions that crowd on my heart. Adieu I 

I/t continuation^ hy one of Madame St\ Dor^ 

val's women. 
Monseigneur, 

When the countess arose from her 
escrutoire I gave her her veil, and she join- 
ed the nurse and child in th^ lawn. Near 
two hours had clapsed> when the countess 
returned alone* Wc were all surprised at 
her having kept the lady Imogen gut in %\i^ 
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evening air to so l4te 2\n hour. TKe coun* 
tes^ con^plaiaed of extreme fatigue^ ^nd 
retired tp her room* : when sht- had iin-s 
dressed sh^ went, as «he was wont to do - 
^ before she retired to rest, to visit the nur- 
sery ; hut neither the infant ' nor Uxsuline 
Wf re there I This -was the piore astonish-* 
iflgi as $he couAt^s had sent the* child ^ 
)^me e^rly in the evening, and had ram*« 

bl^4 ^^^ ^" ' (^^ orangery^ jlWhen in-- 
quiriei Wereinade, it was foqnd that neither - 
UrsuHne nor the infant had returned. AU 
though it was night, and a heavy rain be-?- 
^n to fall, the CQuntess, followed by some 
C^ the don^estics (while, others set out in 
(Afferent directions),; fle\y tothespot wher?' 
•bi^ hM paisted with her qhild. It w^s i^ear 
the jkirls of the wood tit^hich runs to the rear 
pf the villa 5 und 4t« no great distance , far- 
ther up in the wood, fastened by ropes tq 
H-tree, ,^nd cxhwsted with cryi^ig, they 
fbund UrwlinQ* She h^ been seized on 
by^two m^n after ^he had parted froin my 
Udy : one hdd Api^^ol t9 her breaiit^ whilp 

^5 
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the other tarried away the infaht. The 
man who held her then bound her arrtis to 
"a tree, and she had remained for rtiore- than 
an hour and a half in that situation. /^Thc 
coUntess r^tairifed her senses till she heard 
the melancholy detaiJ, and then fell lifeless 
in the arrris of her attehdaftits. She was 
tarried home ;'her garments \^ei^e di%hdhed 
VitH rain, as was her fihe' hair, for she ran 
biit in her night dress, and without an Jr 
tovering on her head. It was generally 
beheVed that some robbers who lurked in 
the wood's had carried off the infant for 
the sake. of the jewels which it was nfiy 
lady's pleasure to- decfk her in. For two 
'days every search was made : Stephanos 
'who 'took it much to heart, scoured the 
country night and diay ; and the count dc 
Mbrino made every exertion^ but to no 
purposd* " 

^ Mean time a dcfiriotis fever seized on 
my lady, partly occasioned by the anguish 
of her mind, and partly by the dread- 
ful cold she had caught on the fetal 
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night whfiii. the child was r stoien*' She 
raved incessaatLy of her infant : it, was imw 
possible to prevail on hereto go to bed : 
she wandered franticly about the house, 
^ -and sometimes rambled out in the night 
^ . air to the spot where she had 'parted wiLh 
htr child, while the fever raged in her 
veins. After five days thus spent her' 
strength was exhausted, and shfe suffered 
us to convey hrr to her apartment • bur in 
passing near the^ nursery, she shrieked and' 
fl^w to the cradle of her chiidV from this 
object it was impossible to part her • it was 
therefore carried into her roonfi and placed 
by her bedside. ' Then she took off her 
veil, threw* it over the cradle; and, se^t- 
ing herself by it,' sung that su'eet melan- 
choly lullaby with which she was wont to 
lull the lady Innbgen to repose. Sometimes 
she would g<HlrTy raise the^veilV and with a' 
melancholy sinifii softly 'exclaim,' *« She 
^' sleeps l'^ then- rock the cradle and si ng^ 
again. In this 'manner she passed the 

I ; ♦ 

Bight : towards iiiorning knelt down, and/ 
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laying her head on the cradle^ appeared to 
fall into a deep sleep— from whence she 
awoke no more ! 



Here oblivion drop3 the veil, and shades 
the expression of tho$e woes which fancy 
dares not delineate, which memory dares 
not dwell upon. 

The count of St* Dorval^s suddw Jpsis 
of father, wife, and cbild> with all their 
aggravating circumstances, was too much 
for the tenderness of his heart, or the 
strength of his mind : the former sunk be-^ 
neath reiterated anguish ; the latter gave 
way to the torrent of affliction that pyer- 
whelmed it. Amidst the gcnerai wr^ck^ 
reason was dispossessed of her empire ; and 
for two years her light beamed np ray on 
the darkened soul of St. Dorvalf 

In the first moment of his r^ovf rfd 
senses he recommenced tbf»t hqpde/ss ^arch 
for his child which the chcvaliw de gpr- 
yillc had continued with un^^t^4 ardour : 
hope still mocked him in the pursuit, and 
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to the agony of suspense the horrors of 
irrevocable certainty at last succeeded. 
Many a year since has rolled in gloom 
over the devoted head of St. DorvaL and 
brought in its course no beam of hope to 
illumine hi^ dark ftWt Th^ retribution of 
heaven has fallen heavy on his hear^ ; and 
till the last sad remnant of life he will con<« 
tinue to expiate tha( one act of l^jial dis^ 
obedience from wfiencp ^11 his after sorrows , 
flowcdf 
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GHAP; XIV. 

—Discretion hath so far foughjt with natifre/ . 
That he with wisest soi^ro'w thinks on her, 
Together with remembrance of hirasdfc . 

VV ITHthe profoundestinterest, the moat 
eager curiosity, and breathless haste, Jmo-. 
gen perused the manuscript : and even 
when she had finished it, her eye still re- 
curred to the letter written in her mother's 
hand, dictated by her mother's heart; while 
the fondness of fancy was willing to believe 
that the tear which fell to the memory of 
that sainted mother bathed those lines long 
since imbued with the precious dew , of 
maternal delight. *' Yes," said Imogen, 
*' dear and tender mother ! you were hast^ 
" ening to bless me with a last embrace 
" when your hand traced the last afFec* 
«^ tionate sentiment : my infant accents 
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*' then reachedyour delighted ears, and the 
•*^ srAilcs you hastened to invoke already 
*' breathed fresh spirit on- thy sinking 
*' heartl And it Was for me you died V* 
exclaimed Imogen, sobbing oyer the letter 
and pressiTig it* to her lij^s. At that moment 
the counf entered. Imogen aroscyahd threw 
herself into • his' arms : the count strained 
her toll is heart : silent was the indulgence 
6f their eiYiotions; tears, sighs,and mutual 
caresses, Were^ the language of their hearts; 
' When they were seated, and their ema- 
tion had in sonrie degree subsided, the count 
addressed his daughter. ** These papers; 
*» my sweet child,*' said he, pointing to 
the manuscript, ** which I have collated" 
** and : connected together as well as the 
^^/unsettlcd state of my mind would ad- 
*' mit, contain the history of the most in- 
^' tercsting and eventfulpcriod of my life: 
*» what has since followed is little more 
*« than a blank. Six years after the death 
•' of your mother, I embraced a military 
'V lifct It was a letter from the late illuS'* 
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ff tfiou? dulc« dc Guise that roused ' ri»T 

^^ from the lethargy of despair. At a pc.^ 
•^ riod when ^very gent Jemj^n in France 
•' embraced the party consonant to hia - 
«' principles^ J recollected that I was the 
•• fast of the noble house of St. Dorval t * 
ff and, determined that the fadfng spip^t pf i 
^^ myfamily should emitone spa^^k ere itbe-> 
•^ came totally extinct, and expire in a flamis 

* 

«« not unworthy of Its ancient fir^p I h^?K}ei^ ' 
«* a numerous body of my ya^sajte, 9$^ ^ 
?* joinpd the dukedeGuUe at--- — . The 
" prince, and his brother the cardinal dr 
'* Gui^Cj were inhumanly and traiJeroH^Iy . 
^^ murdered by Henry the Third. The 

f' misfortunes of that illustrious family ai&4 
*^ taehed me more firmly to its interest ; : 
^f and I iiad the happiness tp be instrument 
f' tal in the escape of the young duke 
f « de Guise, imprisoned by the kii^ on the 
^' murder of his father and uncle. ^^ 

* He was confined in the castle oi Tours; and in 
1 ji9l ^oAltjTJt^d >o f^gt ti» i^p9F^ bj the a^si^tenoe 
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^ Am^sx tb^ h»mmt^ care« of a mili- 
** tary life, I have 30ught to bury the re- 
«« coHeetiofi ojf my 4om^tlc ini^feftuncs, 
•« and tQ forget the Cprrodi^g siQ^rowa of a 
*♦ feroken feeart. The lapse of ^venrc^n 
'* yegir$ has amdiorated the asperity of 
affliction ; and %hc recavery of my childj 
under the merciful providence of heaven^ 
« wi}l> I trust, breathe freah vigour on the 
" fongirfadMag spriags of life, and give me 
•f yd a Ikd^ l«agtr to a world which now 
'^ i>eginft to wear the aspect of long-rba- 
•« niahed joy to my eye. Yet; thowgh my 
•^ heart coiifirnis thee mine hy all the 
^< sweet intuit&Oin$ of nature^ by the spirit- 
«'of thy moeher which breathes in thy 
cf accents, by that wondrous resemblance 



of bis valet-de'Chambrey vvbo srau^ed his guard while 
h« got iuio ^ siimU hQ^t, anchored heneath 1ms ce^se^ 
meut. At the other ^ide of the river he was receive^ 
by some of his most intimate fneods^ who waited 
there with horses, — See Caj/et^ vol. ii, book 3. 
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'* of form which restores her to my vic^ 
*' as when first I beheld her lovely and' 
" blooming amidst the embowering shades 
•f of Montargis ; and though that mark on 
'' thy cheek, that cross on- thy bosom, arc 
proofs irrefragable that thou art indeed 
my child, my sainted Julia's child ; y^t 
still my heart languishes with curiosity'- 
'* to penetrate the veil of mystery that. has 
'^ so long concealed thee from my view. 
'* That you were forced from your nurse's 
" arms by robbers, lured to the barbarous 
*^act by the value of thy ornaments, I 
*• entertain no doubt 5 but that they should* 
*' have preserved thy life, and carried thee 
'* from Tuscany to the convent of St. Do- 
'^ minick in Champaigne, is a mystery 
" past solving. Oh, my sweet Iniogen ! 
^* when scarce a week past I visited the 
«' convent of St. Dominick with ipy friend 
•* de Sorville, could I then have known 
•* that its walls probably enclosed my long- 
*' sought child !" 

" Gracious heaven I my father! You 
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" vifit St. Dominic k, and but a week 
*' back !** exclaimed Inrwgen, recalling the 
emotion with which the count had firft 
heard her mention the convent. 

*' Didst thou not hear of the' arrival of 
** twb strangers, who fpent fome time at 
** the convent, on the day the sister Pasi- 
*• phaedicd?" 

*' I did/v said Imogen ; ^' they came 
*' with a dispensation from the pope to 
''enable thecanoness to seek for health in 
*' a climate more genial to her shattered 
•'^constitution : but oh! they came too 
^' lateP* 

•" Those- strangers, Imogen, were de 
•'Sorville and ybur father.*' 

" Gracious God ! my father !"^ 

«' The canoness/' continued the count, 
*' was a yi'oman of strong understanding, 
" but thc/itrength of her passion was pro- 
*' portioned to that of her mind. Her love 
" for the chevalier became a part of her 
"existence: neither philosophy nor reli* 
" gion were equal to its subjugation ; sJas 
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^'^ cherished it in madnest and in itsi$on>. 
**in the world and amidst a convent -s 
Schilling gloom : it survived the wreck ot 
•* hope, and baflkd the oblivious spell of^ 
^ time. Not so de Sorville r he laved not 
*^ less tenderly than his mistress, but the 
^ influence of reason was^ even stronger 
•* than that of love over bij mind : he did 
•* not blindly resign himself to the infa- 
^ tuation of a. first passion, and pursue its 
^ indulgence beyond the line of posaibi^ 
**Iity; hb^ thwartsed affection gradually- 
^ moderated into a tender interest and in^ 
*^violablc friendship for its once^adored:^ 
•* object. He wrote to her, and his let-^ 
ters ^ere fraught with the soothing at- 
tentions of humanity, the suggestions-^ 
^* df reason, religion, and philosophy •- 
*r Rosalie^s answers breathed only the soul 
*^ of passion; animated^ not restrained, by 
•^opposition. He ceased to write, and 
•^ strove by silence to subdue the energy 
•'of stubborn love in the bosom of the^ 
•'canoness^ Her pride took the alarnij^. 
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^« bm her health became the victim df "hct 
^» feelings. MesA time ihe chevalier con- 
^* tmued single^ and lived the fti&id oi 
<* ihanfcind, the bendafctdl* of society; df 
^ no party in politics^ of no i^ct in reK- 
•* giOHi he h at once patriotic^ loyal, and 
" devout. His principles are not indeed 
'♦ truly consonant to the ptti^ent state of 
♦^ society ; and his Utopian systeni, hia 
** low of civil and religious Hberty, ta xa- 
** thera beautifol than a practicable theory: 
^* yettven his errors are amiable, for ikef 
•* ztt the errors of a man toe good for tht 
^* world he lives in* Although his hom6 
*' was the villa de Fiora in Tuscany, the 
** activity of his mind seldom suffered 
^him to remain for anytime its inha* 
-** bitant ; and the tender and lively iftterert 
^* he still felt for the sister Pasiphae ted 
^* him t^^ice in the year to the chateau de 
♦* Rosemont^ from whence his sister pro* 
^' cured him intelligence oSf the long«Kle« 
^' dining canoness. It was in his last 
•* visit he learnt from the physician of the 
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^^Cdnv^nt that rtie canoness had no hope 
'.'of life but from change of air. At his 
" desire I applied to the duke de Mayenne; 
" and through his interest at the court of 
" Rome procured a dispensation from his' 
" holiness, enabling the nun to visit Mar- 
«' stilles, her native place. 

"I obtained leave to quit the camp, 
♦' and accompanied him to the convent of 
•' St, Dominick; and we arrived there a 
:" few hours after her. death. My duty 
«' obliged me to return to the camp. The 
«' chevalier loitered a day or two in the 
** neighbourhood, and then returned to dc 
«' I^osemont, where he still remains.'* 

*' Then it is certain/* said Imogen, " I 
*« h^ve bseheld this great and amiab'c 
*' friend ; and had my last visit to the con* 
'* vent been an hour earlier,might have be- 
"» held him who now suffers me to call him 
i« father.*' She then related heradventurc 
in the aisle of St. Dominick, on the night 
of/ the canoness's interment; and the 
count readily agreed with, her, that the 
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^fj^j^^tpripv^yisUqi; waSrJip' ot^r than the 

.chevalier deSorville. ^ 

^ *' I kncw^'* said he^ '^ he meant to pay 

the last sad duty to his departed friend ; 

'j j|nd it is perfectly consonant to the do* 

Jicacy of hi^ character, that he ahpuld 

f' wish, to .indulge -f he luxury of sorrow 

*« vur^perceived, and escape the prying eye 

,^*' of vulgar; observations this melancholy 

'*' and reserve is the true indication of that 

;^' , silent, sullen grief, which profound re- 

,5* fined feeling only nourishea.*' 

The count then changed the conversa- 
tion^ to a topic more, immediately conso- 
nant to their, respective interests, *' Ifj-* 
said he, ^' in a n^qment such as this, when 
; *' heaven has granted ^to my wishes all they 
panted after on earthy one repining 
thqught could disturb my present feli- 
city ; -that -thogght of regret shquhd be, 
that^I am npcesa^to^r to sifffej;.ypu, imy 
vf' jbeloved child, to remain one moment 
. in a place^^nd situation so ^ very way im- 
proper for you : ai^d though the de- 
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^ li^t t)f feehoiafng and cdnveii*rfng with 
*' thee, supersedes in thj fathet's heart 
** cvet* y dthtt sentiment, yet I hope, on 
^* this and every future occasion, he \v^ill 
^* alleys have the fortitude to sacrifttfe his 
•' own gratification to thy happines^s. it is 
^' indeed true, a father^s arms arc a diild^s 
** best asylum : yet the uncertain and ha- 
^* zardous situation in which I am how 
*' pliiced, rendcts that asyluiti of a doubt- 
/* ful continuance ; and a residence in a 
<' camp is as little consonant to female 
^* delicacy, as it is unsafe and incommo. 
^ dlous^ Deprived of all female attend- 
*' ance, except such as it were infinitely 
*' bitter to want ; without even a female 

# 

«* dress, a want so frequently betrayed 
*' by those t-isklg blushes, which so clo. 
** quenfly pourtray the wounded feelings 
" of violated modesty ; nothing can be 
«* less consonant to propriety than thy fur- 
** ther residence hfcrc, even though that 
•* residence were a ceitain one, and thy 
*' father's protection permanent as it is. 
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'^ now doubtful and unstable : for in the 
**<bFeast of a man of honour, no private 
" claims, or selfish feelings, can oppose 
^' themselves to the duty he owes society ; 
and even though I still retained my 
sweet Imogen amidst the tumults of a 
** camp, the affections of the father must 
'* still be subservient to the soldier's duties. 
*^ I have only to add, that in acquainting 
*' the duke de Guise with the circum- 
** stances of my child's recovery, he has, 
*^ with his usual goodness, anticipated my 
** wishes, and offered me the protection of 
"his mother, who now' resides, with 
** her accomplished daughter,* at Guise ; 
*' until his cause, Yio longer calling for 
" thy father's weak support, shall enable 
*f him again to claim the precious deposit, 
'» and retire with his treasure to the shades 
"ofSt.DorvaL" 

*' Alas !" said Imogen tenderly; " hast 
*' thou not said, a father's arms are a child's 

I - - ' *- 

• Louisa de Loraine, afterwards priacess de CouU* 

vox. //. £ 
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*' best asylum? Yet, if I must so soon re- 
'^5ign this late-found, dear asylum, why 
** aioc seek the protection of the chevalier 
" de Sorviik's sisttr, madamc de Rose- 
" mont, to whom the friendship of the 
** minor canoncss had already consigned 
" me ?" 

'^ Because," said the count gravely, ''a 
situation which might have been eligible 
font-he fugitive novice of St. Dominick, 
*^ would be highly impi*oper for the daugh- 
'* .ter of the count St. Dorval. Madame 
** de Rosemont, it is true, i« amiable : yet 
*' in becoming an apostate to the religion of 
'' her ancestors, she did nor, lilce her bro- 
'' ther, embrace.the mild principks of uni- 
" versa! toleration. ^ she is a rigid Hugonot* 
'^ Her husband, of the sa.iie persuasion, 
'* :dicdat the baxile of 1 vri by the side of Jthe 
*' king of Navaric^ whose strenuous parti- 
*' USUI he wa -. Since thatperiod the chateau 
*^ de Rosemont has been an asyhnn to the 
*' ^aemies of the house de Guise and the ca- 
^* thoUc fai:h : to such an asylum shall the 
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^ count de St. Dorval-comTnit his daughter; 
** he who is the avowed friend of the former, 
♦* who would die in defence of t4ie latter ? 
'* Besides, the pioudest atnbition of my 
*^ soul, the tenderest anxiety of my heart. 
*' could not select for thee a protectress 
'' more worthy of becoming such, than 
** the duchess de Guise,* Not more 
** emiflent for theqojalrries of heart and 
*' understanding, than celebrated for Her 
" refined and attic taste, her polished and 
" interesting manners, this superior and 
"trxtraordinary woman uaites all that is 
*• great and noble in our sex, with all that 
" is excellent and amiable in her own, 
*^ With courage to oppose adversity even in 
'* its most dreadful^form, with grandeur 
'*^fsoul to sustain undazzled 'the splen- 
*' dour of the most brilliant prosperity, her 
" character is formed of the happiest ek- 
** ments ; and her great, her superior qua- 

* For an account of llie cekbraicd Jucliess tie 
Xj.uise, ^ee Memoires de Sullj/ ; and Bayle's Dictiumrvj 
article Guise. E 2 
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'* litie^, are so blended with all the soft 
''and pleasing attractions, that while she 
" excites our reverence even to awe, she 
'' wins our love and secures our esteem. 
*' It is to this illustrious princess, the boast 
*' of her country, the idol of her friends, 
'* and even the admiration of her enemies, 
" that I would consign my Imogen, my 
*• child ; until that happy period when I 
'* shall be enabled to claim her to part no 
*' more.*' 

The heart of Imogen, ever emulous of 
superiority, equally ambitious of virtue and 
of'genius, swelled in her bosom, as her 
father pronounced the eulogium of the 
duchess de Guise. . 

*' Yes,*' said she withm sigh,*' I willleave 
'* you my father ; let me not murmur at 
** the first command a parent's wish imposes. 
'' Yes, send me to this incomparable wo- 
^' man : with such a model in my view, 
«' perhaps 1 may catch some of .that cxcel- 
*' lencc by which I shall become more 
" worthy of being thy child," 
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The count tenderly pressed the hand 
clarped in his» "Continue but thyself/* 
&aid he ; *' lose not the modest blush that 
** mantles on thy • cheek ; let not that 
'* source dry up which sends the tear of 
*' feeling to thine eye, the smile of rapture 
*' to thy lip, the sacred source of sensi- 
" bility. Seek not to imitate, but to im- 
'^ prove, even to perfection, the excellen- 
'*ces of thy nature*; and thy father's 
^ heart desires no more." 

The count then mentioned, that a cou- 
rier, which the duke de Guise was dis- 
^tching under escort to his mother, took 
to the duchess a letter, of recommendation 
from her son in favour of Imogen; and 
that nothing remained but to procure leave 
from the commander in chief to accompany 
her himself to Guise. " I am now obiio:- 
" ed,*' said he, ** to attend a council of. 
« war, which is to be held in his tent; I 
"shall then seize the most favourable oc- 

•' casion of preferring my request,** -^ 

•«^ AndJxeayen^end it may bc-gj'axiXi^^V^ 
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said Imogen eagerly: ** for to confess the 
*^ truths ivy lor-d, ray late adventures have 
*•* jailic'i increased my timidity than added 
*^\o my courage; it is in your presence 
*' only I feel that guardian safety so long 
" denied me." 

*« May your father long have it in his 
'^ power to afford it thee 1'* said the count, 
rising; then telling her that she might ex- 
pect him back in less than an hour, he 
adjourned to the tent of the duke de 
Mayenne. 

This hour was spent by Imogen in a 
variety of reflections, of which her father 
was the principal subject. Endowed by 
nature with that all-pervadingji all pene- 
trating apprehension, which mocks even 
the partial bias of affection, and pierces the 
veil in which the solicitude of tenderness 
shrouds the failings of its object; neither 
the strong sympathy which apparently ex- 
ijsted between her father's character and 
her own, the prepossessing urbanity of his 
xnanners, nor that fond partiality which 
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the connection subsisting between them 
was alone sufficient to inspire, could con- 
ceal from Imogen that many an error of 
education, many a prejudice of party and 
of religious growth, were associated with 
the best principles of his. mind, and shed 
their poison on the best feelings of his 
heart. She could not but recollect, that 
in his little biographical sketch of himself, 
the sect he professed was always mentioned 
as the only true and infallible religion.; 
that with equal tenacity he adhered to the 
supposed justice of the caose he had cnr^- 
braced, rather from hereditary principle 
than the conviction of reason ; that he had 
mentioned the sublime, the philanthropic 
sentiments of the chevalier de Sorville, ^^ 
a beautiful rather than a practicable theory^, 
and that the friendship of his sister was re- 
jected because she was a Hugonoty and 
afforded a charitable asylum to the unfor- 
tunate of the same persuasion ! Yet, evea 
with all these errors of the mind, Imogen 
wofshipped the still warm and tender seo- 

E 4 



78 THE NOVICE OF 

sibility of her father's heart; thestiil sur- 
viving enthusiasm of hig character ; the ap- 
parent gentleness of his disposition; and 
that nriild benevolence which, superior to 
prejudice, shone in his open countenance, 
as if eager to volunteer in the service of 
humanity, independent of every political 
and religious distinction : but what her 
heart most lamented, was the tie which 
bound him to a party whose instable 
foundation was fast falling to decay. 

Of the hereditary and lineal claims of 
Henry IV. to the throne of France, her 
historical knowledge had furnished her 
with sufficient and undeniable proofs ; and 
the amiable, the magnanimous character of 
the monarch, had long awakened a per- 
sonal interest in his favour, in a heart 
which swelled at the splendid feats of the 
hero, and melted in all the sympathy of 
kindred virtue over the milder perfections . 
of the man. She was not, however, suf- 
ficiently acquainted with her father's cha- 
racter, to dare to combat its .prejudices. 
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While shd yet dwelt on them with ten- 
derness and regret, the count. entered the 
tent: jie was foll6wcd by a subaltern, to 
whom he was bqsied in giving some profes- 
sional instructions. Meanwhile the domes- 
tics spread a table with more, elegant and 
luxurious fare than a flying camp might 
be supposed to afford. The story of the 
count's discovery of his daughter in his 
prisoner, bad obtained a pretty general cir- 
Ciilation through the camp : and excitecf a 
^neral interest, which the count's domes- 
tics particularly displayed by the curiosity,, 
tempered only by respect, with which 
they regarded their young mistress; who, 
though wrapt up in the minstrel's graceful 
robe, so as scarcely to betray what modesty 
J^erself might proudly reveal, blushed at^ 
the unseemly habit which disguised the fe- 
minine form of its lovely wearer. The. 
count's delicacy awaked to the influence- 
of his daughter's; he dismissed the attend- 
ants, and they sat down to tabk with only a 
j^c in waiting. An air of dejection, and : 

* 5 
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reserve scetreJ diffused over the manners oF 
-t+iecouiit,which equally intimidated Imogen 
from enquiring into^ their cause, or de- 
manding^ the suGcess^ of his request; Her 
ferher spoke lit tk, and ate less; and^ when 
the dinner ser'V ice ^vas removed; he. 
arose from the table and threw himself cm 
a couch.. Thicher Imogen followed ; and* 
seattng herself beside him, with that air* 
of timid softness that feared to be intru&ive,, 
yet languished to alleviate the melancholy 
it witnessed, she exerted^w.ith gradual in- 
crease all those soothing arts^ whose witch-, 
craft steals sorj^ow from itself, a»d' winds^ 
TQund the heart with imperceptible power:: 
but as> she faintly endeavoured to rally 
back the retreating spirits of lier father by 
the affected vivacity of her own, in the 
smile of^^sadness thai repaid her obvious, 
and tender endeavours^ Imogen traced 
their inefftcacy. 

«* And must I*part from thee ?*' said the 
count, after a l6ng pause, gazing on- hen 
through tea rs < of fond nc^s 5 , 
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" But for a short time I hope, dearest 
^ sir,." said Imogen with a smile and a 
sigh. 

" God grant !'• said the count fer- 
vently. 

" Oh ! he will, he will t" said Imogen 
with animation; " he whosd goodness has 

thus providentially restored thee to thy ^ 

child, will still preserve her to thee : 

and trust me ;»)' heart's forebodings are 
'* light aiKi pleasant ; they whisper hope 

and happiness to my soul, and revel' in. 

the fond anticipation of a; speedy . and! 
** indissoluble re-uniom'*' 

The kiss which she impressed on her fa- 
ther's hand, seemed to seal the assurance*; 
although thetear that bathed -it spoke her 
hopes not unalloyed by- tender apprehen- 
sion. The county, drawing her towards 
him, and' gazing delightedly, yet r pen- 
'sively, on her interesting and etoquent: 
Gountenar>cej. exclaimed ;.' *' ChiW of my 
•* heart's fondest care I'lovely beam whont: 
** the pitying mercy of heaven has sent: 






82 THE NOVICE OF 



€t 

€€ 
fC 



to Hlume the gloom of my fading life ! 
every moment, in unfolding to my view 
the sweet revival of thy sainted mother's 
perfections blooming amidst thine own^ 
•' draws thee nearer to my heart, and ren- 
** der^ that heart still more loth to part 
«* with all it loves on earth : yet such is 
'* the unfortunate pressure of circum- 
** stances, that though this day only has 
•' given thee to my arms, to-morrow teare 
<* thee from them!" 

" To-morrow !" faintly ejaculated Imo*- 

gcn, 

*^ Thouknowest,'* continued the county. 
«* that the king at the head of his army 
** has sat down before the gates of Laon, 
*« one of the principal towns in^ the pos- 
session of the League. It is much feared 
the city must surrender : nothing indeed 
** can prevent it, but the success of a 
*' scheme adopted by the duke de Maycnrie 
*« and the Spanish general, the count de 
" Mansfield." 

'* And what is that scheme ?** cargerly 
dewnndcd Imogen. 
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•^ To send a considerable convoy of am-^ 

munition and provisions, under a strong 

escort, to the besieged." 

And is that practicable, my lord ?'* 

'' It will at least be- hazardous,** said 
the count, shaking his head ; " and who 
*^ can hope to frustrate the vigilance of 
«' the all-observing Henry ?^' 

*' But how does it immediately affect us^ 
« my dear father ?" 

" Imogen, at the moment I was about 
•^ to prefer my request to conduct you to 
^ Guise, I found the convoy, was appointed 
•' to set off by to,-morrow's dawn, and 
" that I had the honour to be appointed 
*' the secjond in command.** 

Imogen turned pale. 

*' To leave thee behind me is impossi- 

«' ble; and the only plan left, me to pur- 

. •* sue, irf such as my heart, and probably 

** thy courage, will shrink from encounter- 

« ing.'* 

** Give peace to thine own heart, and 
^ fear not my coun^e^ my lord j** said 
Imogen Jirmly. 
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*' Well then, my sweet heroine/* said 
the count with a melancholy smile» *^1 
•' was thinking, that as the route of the 
'* convoy lies for a considerable way along 
*' the high road, to Guise, to. send you in 
•' a litter, under its escort, so far on yoirr 
•* way, and to consign you to the care of 
•' my most trusiy servants and esquire for 
'* the rest of your journey.'* 

** My dear sir,** said Imogen with' a 
sigh, ^^' to deliberate would be vain, 
*' where there is no alternative. The hazard 
•* of such an enterprize will be, doubtless, 
*' infinitely less than our mutual fears will 
•* be apt to imagine ; and to encounter a 
*V probable risk, is at least preferable to 
awaiting a certain danger : for my own> 
part, I have no fears* but what a repara- 
tion from you awakens*** 
" Sweet child 1^* said the coiint, rathcn 
apostrophizing than addressing her, *' and 
" innocent as sweet ! thou knowest not. 
*'' that woman, lovely^ helpless woman, in 
"junctures such as.these, is surrounded: 
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**^ by dangers whose cause lives within her- 
•^ self.** 

•* Do you then think our scheme a ha- 
** zardous one ?'* demanded Imogen. 

*' The king/' replied the count, " will 
" not act with his accustomed vigour and 
«' prevoyance, if he suffers us to gain the 
" town unmolested : and should an en- 

*' gagement take place, ** 

" You, my father, will be exposed to 
•* imminent dangers \ and what then be- 
comes of the unfortunate Imogen ?** 
My beloved child !" said the count, 
drying her tears, then steeping the hand- 
kerchief , in his own, *• forgive me, if 
•* with less heroism than thou possesses*, 
** I have suffered my tender apprehensions 
•* for thee to get the better of myjodg- 
*^ ment: kifi, doubtless, my solicitude tor 
** thy safety which has sketched out ideal 
^ terrors, and tormented my heart with 
^ self-created evils, which may never be 
** realized.** 

•*Ln that belief,** 6aid. Imogen with. a 
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faint smile, /* let our hopes for the present^ 
" repose.'* 

The count then talked with more com- 
posure of their intendd expedition. Imo- 
gen's litter was to be placed near the cen-* 
tre of the convoy, where the count -s com^ 
mand would chiefly lie. Her packet from 
the canoness to raadame de jRosemont and 
the chevalier.de Sorville, with her father's 
papers, were to be instantly dispatched to 
the latter : and Ifnogen, when she arrived 
at the duchess dfe Guise's, v^rs to write to 
the abbess of St. Dominick and the lady 
Magdelaine de Montmorell^ informing 
them of the discovery of her. parents j to ^ 
thank them for their attention ; md to send i 
a magnificent present to the former, as a i 
gratuity for the support afforded her from 
her earliest years by the convent. 

For thiSj and every other purpose her, 
rank ^u life, and sitiiation at the hotel de 
Guise, might require, the count was to 
send an unlipiite(J order to his banker at 
Paris, to supply her with whatever sums . 
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of money she might demand. Then ob- 
serving that a cloud still hung over the 
spirits of his daughter, he proposed, to 
atnu«e her, that they should adjourn to the 
outer division of the tcnt^ to take a view 
of the camp without being seen. 

Imogen, ever alive to the i>Ieasure a 
novel spectacle affords to a young mind, 
delightedly assented. The count fondly 
drew her arm through his own, and passed 
on to what might be called theamicham^ 
ber of the tent; then partly concealing 
themselves behind the drapery of the scar- 
let certain* which shaded its entrance, a 
scene equally animated and interesting pre- 
sented itself to their view. 

The sun was setting in cloudless spfcn* 
dour. Qver the plain, wher^ the camp ex- 
tended to a considerable distance, the arms 
of the soldiery glittered to its beams: the 



♦ Nothing could be more splendid than the camp 
of the Leaguers ; the luxury and ease in which the 
duke de Mayenne revelled in the midst of his armv^ 
did not escape the sportive raillery o[ tlvR mU^ Vlvc^^* 
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unfurled banners, gently agitated by the 
evening breeze, glowed with its departing 
blushes: the gaudy streamers, which dis- 
tinguished the tents of the officer fronn 
the subaltern, caught the warm reflection : 
and the flood of crimson light which 
flowed from the west, imbued every object 
with its rich and mellow tints. The splen- 
did armour of the warrior chief, his snowy 
plumage and flowing mantle, as he leaned 
on his glittering falchion, or with haughty 
stride traced the accustomed rounds, gave to 
his manly form that chivalrous air of daunt- 
less valour, which the magic illusion of ro- 
mance sheds on the hero of its own crea- 
tion. The soldiers under arms were going 
through their accustomed evolutions, while 
the troops not on immediate duty were 
scattered in various groupes through the 
intersected avenues formed bv their tents. 

m 

Some, leaning on their lances, seemed to 
betray the heat of the argument they dis- 
cussed, by the vivacity of their gestures; 
some were staking their newly gained spoil 
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at quoits ; and others, lolling before their 
tents, hummed their provincial songs, or 
sent back their pensive thought to the be- 
loved and peaceful home of their youth : 
while the air of gay-hearted hilarity which 
was distinguishable in the countenance and 
gestures of the French troops, formed a 
lively contrast to the solemn deportment 
and Moorish gravity that marked the ap^ 
pearance of the Spanish soldiery. The 
trumpet's shrill blast, the drum's deep-toned 
beat, and the confused murmur of many 
thousand voices ascending on the air, with 
the martial music of the various military 
bands; all these intermingling sounds so 
appropriate to the scenc> gave it the last 
finish : and to the vivid and romantic fancy 
of the young $pcctatress, it appeared rather 
as a splendid effort of fairy conjuration^ 
than a spectacle of real existence. 
. The count watched, with delighted sa- 
tisfaction, those traits of natural and lively 
emotion which gradually betrayed them- 
selves on the animated countenance of his 
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daughter. "AM/* said he mentally, *' sweet 
" child of nature, is pleasing to thee, be- 
'' cause all is new: O youth, what a sea*- 
" son of delight is thine 1'* 

The curiosity and pleasure of Imogen^ 
seemed incapable of Siatiely; and she gazed 
on the busy scene before her, till the sun 
sent na dying beam to the horizon, and 
the shadows of night floated in grey v*. 
pours on theplain, involving every object 
in its tindj^tinguisliing hue t already the 
watch-fires glimmered with dusky flame 
through the curling mists ; and through 
the waving drapery of the twats^ the illu- 
minations wit)|iin flung their broken light ; 
while the gaudy crowd, which lately strew- 
ed the plain, retired to snatch such tempo- 
rary rest as the uncertain destiny of war 
permits; all but the night-watch, vi^hose 
heavy pacing step vibrated along the allot- 
ted round, mingling their fainter echoes^ 
with their armourer's clanking sounds, the 
chargers hollow neighings, and the drum*s 
last order of retreatt Thqn all was still. 
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-and silence hung upon the death of every 
sound. 

From this scene of interest the solici- 
tude of the count for the* health of his 
daughter obliged her to retire: they re- 
turned to the interior of the tent, which 
was lit up : and while they refreshed them- 
selves with fruit and some light wine, the 
xrount informed his daughter, that he should 
write that night to the chevalier de Sor- 
ville, in order to bring him to the camp, 
that he might inform him himself of the 
happiness he enjoyed in the recovery of his 
child, whose loss the chevalier almost 
equally lamented with her father ; and that 
he should also write a letter to the duchess 
de Guise, giving an abstract of Imogen's 
life, and the circumstances of her reco- 
very. 

'* And now, my child,'* said the count, 
with an air. serious and impressive, *' lend 
*' me, for a few minutes, thy undivided at- 
'^ tention. He, who alone sees into the un- 
" born events of futurity, and who holds in 
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•' his almighty grasp the destinies which 
govern the universe, can alone know the 
result of the hazardous enterprize we arc 
" now venturing on. But whatever may be 
^' thy earthly father's fate, thy father which 
*'* is in heaven will^ I trust, encompass thee 
** with the shadow of his wing, and guard 
•* thy life and innocence for the enjoy- 
*' ment of happier years than have yet 
" been thine. Nay, hear me out, sweet 
*' Imogen ! I would willingly believe that 
*' safety hovers round thee with guardiari 
" carc; that thou wilt reach in perfect secu- 
'< rity the hospitable asylum of thy illustrious 
'' protectress; and that thy father, having 
" fulfilled his duty as a soldier, shall soon 
** be able to gratify the feelings of the 
" man i to retire from the harrassing cares 
'* of warfare, and close the evening of a 
*' storfi^y life in the bosom of domestic 
" felicity. Such are the suggestions of 
** hope and probability ; but while there 
" is a possibiliiy of the reverse, let us at 
" Jea&t endeavour to provide against those 
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*' conjunctures, it may not be practicable 
•* for human power to prevent. I may 
•' fail in the attempt I have undertaken; 
" for to deserve success confers no irrefra- 
*' gable claim on its possession : and you, 
** who have already been a prisoner to on^ 
*' army, may become, under the influence 
*' of war's uncertain fortune, the captive 
" of another. Should I fall, the chevalier 
*^ de Sorville will claim you as the daugh- 
'* ter of his friend : should I survive the 
'* enterprize, you will need no other cham- 
'* pion : but this remember, should a fatal 
^ chance throw you for a time into the 
" hartds of the royalists, be not too prompt 
♦* to reveal your rank and name ; for high 
•* in the royal army stands the betrothed 
•* husband of your mother, the deadly 
.*' enemy <^ your father, the baron de 
^ Montargi*. Thy second loss, like the 
first, would afford a triumph to his ma- 
lice, and fright retard thy liberation ; 
**. or, by promotiJig itj render thy father 
♦' the debtor of him to whom he would 
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♦* scorn to owe a less consequent obliga- 
*? tion« Not only the baron, hut his son, 
•« now advanced in the bloom of man- 
•* hood, basks in the sunshine of coi^tly 
*' favoui: : the tie of interest alone unites 
•• Henry to the father, but it i^ SMppo^ed 
«^ the stronger bond of sympathy draws 
•* his royal favour towards the son : for 
^ the king affects to admire romantic he- 
•« roism in the field, and romantic senti- 
ment in the closet ; and the younger de 
Montargis either affects or possesses 
*' both. He has already been involved in 
•* a dangerous adventure, which led him 
^* into the heart of our camp, from which 
•' he narrowly escaped ; and the king, in--, 
" stead of reprimanding his boyish impru- 
'* dence, has recompensed with knight- 
f* hood and military command whati&tf 
«« deems his daunilcss valour* From i[it' 
<« power of the cold iron-hearted de Mon- 
" targis, and his. self-sufficient and inflated 
*« boy, may heaven guard and- preserve my 
"child!** 



%4 



ST. DOMINICIC. 9J> 

Imc^cn's spirits were sunk even to tears 
by the apprehensionis her father's conversa- 
tion awakened, and she wept in silence cm 
his shoulder. 

*' Nay, beloved/' said he, tenderly press* 
ing Tier to his heart, " I feel that it is but 
^' a timid excess of affection, that tinges 
'* my foreboding thoughts with the sad 
'• gloom of apprehension/* 

«' And, I trufit, but the timid excess of 

^ mine/' said Imogen, smiling through her 

tears, ** that renders my heart so much 

•• alive to the infection of your tender 

•* fears. Yet you shall find, my lord, I 

^ will notdisgrace my doublet and hose ; 

^ and that to-morrow I shall catch a spark 

** of thy fire, whose vital warmth -shall 

*' diffiise hope and courage through every 

*' artery of my heart." 

• '^ Till that eventful to-morrow,** said 

the count, embracing her, *' repose in 

'* peace ; for the fatigues thou must un- 

^^ dergo call for that strength of franie and 
vox^Ji. r 
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•* Spirits^ the soft restorer of nature's wea-^ 
'' ricd powers can best bestow/' 

Imogen then, at her father's request, re- 
tired to the apartment where she had slept 
the preceding night ; and where a female 
night dress, coarse but cleanly, had beat 
provided for her, by the woman who had 
attended her in the morning. 

Imogen sought not to woo repose 
to her pillow when she. pressed it: the 
variety and nature of those reflections 
which agitated her mind forbade its influ- 
ence : the extraordinary events of the past 
day still recurred to her apprehension j the 
uncertain fate which hung upon the futurfc 
wearied her imagination. Safety or danger 
alternately soothed or disturbed her hopes ; 
and now she beheld herself the distinguish- 
ed guest of the illustrious duchess de 
Guise, and now the orphan captive of the 
implacable and haughty de Montargis. 
Then the terrors of her scared fancy sought 
oblivion in a fond recurrence to her father's 
history. The romantic enthusiasm of St* 
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Dorval, the splendid virtues of dc Sorville, 
the mikl excellence, the winning perfec- 
tions of Julia, alternately floated in her 
memory, nor did the scenery of St. Dorval 
and de Montargis claim less interest thafi 
the events and characters by which it was 
animated. 

Provence and its classic river, which the 
eager eye of Imogen had so often sought 
upon the chart of France, and which ever 
appeared to that enamoured eye as traced 
in those living characters which chemic 
art designs, with the fire of electricity, 
communicating a soft vibration to every 
fibre of her heart, had been the scene of 
her parent's youthful loves, the residence 
of her ancestors, and probably would be 
the future home of her life. The men- 
tion of the Durance in her father's manu- 
script, had awakened the associating prin- 
ciple of thought : and her heart with logi- 
cal accuracy severed each closeley- linked 
idea ; till that which occasioned a fond re- 
collection of the minstrel filled her wVvoVc 

r 2 



LkM' 



•^ THE NOVICE OF 

mind, and, mingliftg with the stealing vi* 
^ions of repose, shed o'er her slumbers the 
di^eamof love and fancied bliss* 
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CHAP. XT. 



A toucli more rare subdues all pan^vall fears. 

SHA»9r£ARS.< 



As* waves white-bubbrmj o^er the^ccp come *welU 
ibgr roaring on,, as rocks meet roarmg waves, so ioa 
attacked and fought i. raaa met with man, and slcel with 
steel ; shiekis sound and warriors fail : as au hundred 
bamm^s on the red sou of the furnace, so rose, so rung 
their swords. 

Os^fAX.r— F«V^«/,-b. 4# 

. • < • ■ . i 

M HE busy murmur of the camp«<5has«e(} 
the spirit of repose from the pillow of Lno-» 

gen. She arose, and was> already equipp,e4' 

« 

for her journey whenher fother entered the 
apartment : the pafe cheek, the heavy eye, 
betrayed the nociurnal vigils of the count.. 
With the nw>rning salutation he gave his 
daughter a tender embrace,, and informed 
her the cqnvajc wa« then d.ra wn out, and 
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j the litter, which was to convey her, in 
readiness. 

To Imogen the laconism of his manner 
betrayed a heart but ill at ease ; for ex- 
treme anxiety is seldom loquacious. Hav- 
ing forced her to take some refreshment, 
he led her to the entrance of the tenr, 
close to which stood a small litter drawn 
hy four horses, and surrounded by four of 
the count's domestics in military habits. 
The count again in gre^t emotion em* 
braced his child, gave her a tender but 
faint benediction, placed her in the litter, 
and, mounting a fierce charger, himself 
led the way to the convoy, which was en 
the poi^it of marching. The litter was 
placed, in the centre of the ammunition- 
j^aggons : the count, at the head of his 
troop, rode at the distance of a few pace^ 
from it. The heart of Imogen throbbc4 
with violence ; her eye, which would have 
sought the comfort of her father's pre- 
sence, shrunk from the inquisitive gaze of ' 
-very curious spectator. The trumpet** 
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ihrill blast echoed along the extended lin^i 
the word i of Command flew from rank iQ 
rank : in an instant the whole body was in 
motion. > 

It proceeded for some leagues in that 
careless security the sanguine hope ofsucU 
cess inspired : already the beaming spires 
of Laon flash on their eyes; already the 
banners of the league appear to float on 
its ramparts. These objects^ whether real 
or imaginary, stimulate their exertion^ and 
change expectation into certainty : while, 
triumphing in their nearly realized and 
hazardous project^ they ^each the wood 
which lies ^half-^way between the forests of 
la Fere and Laon, the most critical^ point 
on their route ; and the count beholds at a 
trivial distance the roadwhere his daughter's 
equipage separates fiom the convoy, 
and proceeds, without the apprehension of 
danger, to the town of Guise : when lo 1 
the sudden signal of alarm blown by the 
war- horn vibrates from the advanced guard 
along the line, and rouses the inflated war- 
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riors to a variety of motion and energetic 
eifoft ; the hauberk suddenly- raised, the 
»pear as swiftly pointed, the lance baldly 
couched, the clash of arms resounding on 
every aide ! From the chief in command 
thedcep.toned war- voice thunders its or- 
ders ; his subalterns giye it endless echo : 
every feature of alarm, eagerness, and exer- 
tion, burst arb^und, like so many refractions 
©flight from the dusky surface of a flint. 
The vivacity of the youthful warriors rush- 
ing impetuously to the charge, is scarcely 
j^epressed by the veteran's scanning look 
of cool experience : young velocity scarcely 
rivals ancient vigour in exertions of ncrv- 
©us cnci^ : while amidst this scene of 
wild and furious tumult, one soul seems 
to impef and animate the whole, — eager 
anxiety to engage^ with due subordination 
to supreme command. 

The escort of the convoy now halt to 
Kceive and oppose the furious charge made 

» 

on k by a considei^ble detachment of the 
royal army,, headed by the gallant duke 4c 
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Biron. The attack is made and sustained 
with equal fury. Already the cavalry arc 
forced to retreat to the sidts of the wag- 
gons ; and- the onset made by the royalists' 
on the infantry is so overwhelming, that; 
unable to resist the torrent, they sceR temv 
porary shelter amidst the carts which con- 
vey the ammufiition. Mean time the* 
Spanish battalion,.desperate from the di- 
lemma to which the horse and foot are re-- 
duced^ rush madly forwardwitft an attack 
so vigorous, that the royalists, discomfitedj, 
begin to retreat inconfiision and dismay. 
It is then that the noble duke de Biron;: 
with all the spirit of heroic ardour, com- 
mands ahundred gentlemen of illustrious- 
birth, who had accompanied him, to alight; 
arm themselves .with pistols, and fight-hand' 
to hand \' From that*^ moment the combat 
rages with a fury that mocks the order of ' 
discipline; Chief grapples with chief; and * 
the subaltern^ .twining his arms round those- 
of his opponent, shares Vithhim the same' 
glorious grave,. The French, fire at. la*t: 

^' 1 
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subdues the Spanish firmness : the escort 
gives way on every side, and flies in every 
direction : the victors pursue them with 
desolating fury, and suffer but a few to 
return to their camp, the sad historians of 
their dire defeat ; then, having sated their 
vengeanpe on the enemy, take charge of 
the prisoners, and, laden with spoil, pro- 
visions, and ammunition,return in triumph 
to the royal army. . 

Among the sad ^nd various pictures of 
human suffering which this scene of can- 
nage and desolation presented, the most 
affective was that which thcsituationbf the 
count St.Dorval and his daughter afforded. 
On the first alarm the count rode up to the 
litter, and, in a tone of voice he: mrant 
should be inspiriting, attempted to soothe 
those apprehensions in the timid bosom of 
his <?aughter| which on her account he 
could not extinguish in his own. Then 
called on to lead his troops, with a look 
of agony, he returned the heart-breaking 
glance ©1 Imogen j ivho now, lost to cycry 
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aense but that which general terror and 
apprehension for her father inspired^ gazed 
on the scene of horror .and tumult before 
her, under the influence of a dreadful 
suspense less supportable than the most 
fatal certainty. Mean time the combat 
became every mo«^nt more fiercf ^ more 
desperate. 

The count fopght, almost beneath the 
eye of his shuddering daughter,^ with the 
dauntless valour of heroic youths tempered 
by the coo! sagacity of a veteran ; and sti- 
mulated to exertion almost more than hu- 
man by his own private interest, in addition 
to his ardour for the comnK)n cause ia 
which he embarked. It was the various 
feelings of the father, the man, the soldier^ 
that combined their influence, nerved hi* 
arm, and gave force and vigour to every 
exertion. The eye of the almost breath^ 
less Imogen still pursues the rapid light. 
fiing of his brandished sword : amidst the 
general uproar his form only presents it* 
self, his voice only vibrates on her ear^. 
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every emotion of her beating heart is con-# 
densed into the one ovcrwhelmii^ appre-, 
hension for his safety • She beholds him 
carried arway by the disorder of the tropps: 
&onr that station aSection had fixed near; 
her litter ;^'she sees him sustain a variety of 
attacks ,%shesec& his helmet cleft in twain j^ 
she beholds a cavalier single him out with 
salvage V ferocity, at the njoment th^t his 
nobp with the rest fly in disoidcr ;. his^ 
liorse, covered with wounds, sinks, beneath^ 
him ; his opponent joins in the. pursuit r. 
the count, on foot and wounded, totter^ 
towarcfe the litter ^ then, faint with loss of. 
blood, sinlvs beside ir, whik two soldiers 
advance freely to^vards the prostrate hero 
with looks of desperation and brandished 
spears. 

At that moment the woman's heart off 
Imogen ceases to tremble. She springs from 
the litter ;.the affectionsof that warm heart,., 
atimuhted by filial duty, worked on by ten-, 
derness, compassion, and apprehension^for. 
its object^ brace every nerve with su 
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Strength thatxmocks the timid calculation 
of danger, and braves the form of peril 
in its most drcadfirl aspect ! She flkigs 
herself beside her father ; and, with her 
outstretched arms, forms around him a 
shield consecrated by nature. The soldiers 
brutally attempt to tear her from the bleed- 
ing bosom of her parent; they succeed in 
their savage endeavours : a shriek of agony 
bursts from her quivering Hps ; she strug- 
gles, she pants; her mind ceases to 
be conscious of its . sufferings ; the he- 
roism of sensibility is fled ; nature takes 
its course ; she falls lifeless to the earth, 
already strewn with the bodies of the 
dead I 

A young cavalier of splendid appear- 
ance, who had viewed the singular scene 
at some distance, as, disgusted with the 
unsatiated ferocity of his fellow conquerors j. 
he halted in pursuit of the conquered, now 
r©de up to the soldiers, and ordered them- 
at their peril to take care of the young; 
prisoner; whose form alone betrayed: his. 
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youth, lor the face of the captive ww 
smeared mih that blood which had flowed 
from a wound in her arm she had received 
in her last struggle with those who tore her 
from her father's breast. The cavalier was 
then borne away by the torrent which 
poured on in pursuit of the vanquished. 

Thrown in a cart among the wounded 
and the dying, Imogen, after a long sus- 
pension of every faculty, awakened to a 
sense of her situation : that sense was but 
transitory i the agony of her mind, toge- 
ther with that of her wound, plunged her 
again into all the oblivion of total insen- 
sibility, and one fainting fit succeeded an- 
other until they reached the royal camp. 

It was in a large tern, and stretched on 
a straw mattress, that perfect consciousnejss 
of the late events and her present situation^ 
was restored to her. The groans of the 
wounded soldiers who lay round her vi- 
brated in her ears. She raised her languid 
eyes, and beheld the suffering wretches 
attended by a grave fprmaUlooJking man s 
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who, r^aidlcss of the impatient supplica- 
lians of agony, with a cold, deliberate^ and 
unfeeling air, went through the discharge 
of his duty professionally methodicaL Imo. 
gen was the last to share his attention. He 
raised her amns ; and, after having slightly 
examined the^wound, with a supercilious 
smile, turned to a hag of wizard-like ap. 
pearance, who followed him, and exclaim* 
cd : " Dame, here is room for your skill ; 
«* apply some of your simples to this young 
•' cavalier's scratch,*' Then, with an air of 
careless indifference, he left the tent. The 
old sybils roughly sei2cd the bleeding arm 
of the invalid ; and, fixing her ghastly eyes 
on the shuddering form of the prisoner, 
with a loud laugh exclaimed: *' Marry, 
" forsooth, a pretty valiant cavalier truly, 
«' to faint with the scratch of a pin ! Why, ' 
" sir knight of the fairies, thou shoifld'st 
«' never have come within arm's length of 
'^ diy lady mother's bodkin. Mass! thou 
*' wert a rare gentleman to leave thy ' 
*• nurse's arms and come a soldiering. Arf 
5' the duke dc Guise has no stouter ^vioid« 
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" men than thee, ourgoodh fcing^ might wlnr 
" his whole array with aland&l of swect-^* 
*' meats." 

. Durii^ thiscutious (and^ from her dia-^ 
Iec€, almost unititeiligible) harangue, she: 
was busied ia applying simples and tying^ 
up the arm of her patient*. She then, > 
humming" an old ballad, kft. the tenr.- 
The agony of bodily suffering soon lulled^ 
the companions of Imogen into a torpor 
that resembled sleep : Imogen's deeper 
woundsvWere ot the hearty and bled, iw 
anguish ovck the doubtful fate of her un^ 
fortunate father* Still he appe^ed to her • 
eye, as it had last beheld him, prostrate; 
on the earth,, theblood gushing from hisi 
breasti the grey locks of his uncovered/ 
head bathed in the vital stream, the torture- 
of hi* mind distorting every feature, as,- 
witha.fceble arm^.he endeavoured to with- 
holdhisxhild from the^rasp of, violation, 
then overpowered sunk lifeless on the' 
earth. In all the frenzy of grief such a- 
rccoilcaion was calculated to inspire^^Ima- 



ST* DOMINICK* til 

gen Started from her straw bed^ ; and paced 
the narrow limits of her tent with a hur- 
ried stepi M'hose echo caught the attention 
of the sentinel without. " Why, mon« 
«' sieur," said he, looking in on her, " for 
'* aught I see, there is no use in keeping 
'* you in the hospital who are so light of 
•'Toot, and keeping others out in the open 
*' air who are not able to crawK Here, 
** monsieur,'* addressing the serjcant of 
the guard, •* pray cast an eye upon this 
'* party-coloured cavalier, who* looks more 
'^ like a charlatan than a soldien^ Mm 4e 
*' ma vie ! you succour a toiMn blocked 
*' up by our glorious king 1 I wot thou 
•' should'st have stayed with thy boy-ge- 
** ileral, the little duke, and helped him tO( 
*' whip tops and play at quoits. Sacrc 
** Dieu ! you victual a town !'* 

" Why, this is the minstieljike youth, •• 
said the serjeant, gazing on Imogen with 
a look of rccc^nizance, ** who got between 
«* us and the rebel count St. Dorval. I 
^< trow, we had made him pay for his intet^ 
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*' fering, but for our colonel, who gave 
** u^ some kind of charge about him i 
<^and$o^ehad the humamt^ to i^pare 
*• hi«- life, and fling him into a cart with 
«* the killed and wounded/' 

Imogen, in whom the power of articu- 
lation seemed wholly suspended, now raised 
her timid eyes, and in a voice &int and 
indistinct said : 

<♦ Will you suffer nnie, naonsieur, to ask 
•'onci question?" 

«* Let it be a brief one then,* V said the 
Serjeant bluntly* --. 

'^ Did the count de Sta Dorval aurvive 
^ your attack ?•• 

The seijcant with a malicious smile turn^ 
cd upon his heel, and, calling out to a sol« 
dier under arms, bade him take charge of 
that prisoner, and conduct him to the next 
tent on the kft, where the last prisoner had 
died' of his wounds; then, roughly seizing 
her by the arm, pushed her forward. 

Imogen, unresisting! "feint, and trem- 
btingi followed (be soldier ; and, eagerly 
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shunning die ^ze oi ; unfeeling curiosity. 
her singular appearance attracted, raised 
not her eyes till she reached the place of 
her destination. It wasa $mall tent, fur- 
nished with a mattress, table, chair, niirror, 
and a few other articles, such as spoke its 
late occupant to be a prisoner of no mean 
rank ; and Imogen doubted not but she 
owed the comparative comfort of her pre* 
sent habitation to the interest she had 
awakened in the bosom of the superior 
officer alluded to by the s^rjeant, but of 
whose humane interference in her fsivour^ 
she had not, aoaidst the horrors and tumultf 
of the scene, retained the faintest recollec«* 
tion ; and supposing the serjeant> had foU 
lowed her, she turned round tp enquire 
into a circumstance that at once awakened 
hope and gratitude, when she perceived he 
was gone. She then advanced to the 
door of the tent, and attempted to address 
the sentinel who paced with measured step. 
without it i but rudely interrupting her^ 
he pointed his bayonet as if to prevent her 
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advancing, and told her he had received 
orders to hold no parley with a prisoner 
and a rebel, 

Imogen, who now felt herself cut ofF 
from every species of corrimunication; 
obliged to stifle every emotion of anxiety^ 
suspense, and curiosity, turned back de- 
sponding; and measured the limits bfher 
little prison with a quick and uneven step' 
that betrayed the perturbation of her mind, 
and the variety of agonizing reflections* 
that wearied it. The uncertainty of her 
own fate^ the still stronger apprehensions 
she entertained for that of her father, gave 
rise to a train of painful cogitations, which 
the high colouring of imagination ex ag- 
gerated beyond every power of patient en-- 
durance. To the agony of heir mind was 
added no inconsiderable degree of bodily 
pain ; and she had suflTered so. much from 
heat and thirst that, totaHy overcome, she- 
was on the point of felling to the earth, 
when she obseived^ a small jar of fresh 
water lying near her. She eagerly 
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sei!Ked and carried it ta her parched lips^ 
and felt as if she inhaled a new sense, of 
existence with the refreshing draught. As 
she laid down the vessel her eye glanced 
on the inirror : sh? shuddered as she con«* 
^qipplated the figure it reflected to her 
gaze. Her long hair loose and disheveled 
hung wildly over her neck and shoulders ; 
the ashy hue of death paled her cheek, 
ivhose whiteness was rendered more con- 
spicuous from the crimson drops that stain- 
^d it ; while her outer garment, torn and 
disfigured, but ill concealed the page's light 
garb she wore beneath it. 

Struck with horror at her own ghastly 
and singular appearance, she bathed her face 
with what water was left, disentangled. her . 
tresses and bound them round her head» 
and disencumbered herself from the torn 
fragnaents of her upper garment. Re- 
vived by this little personal attention, she 
continued with renovated strength to pur- 
sue her locomotive reflections till the dark- 
4iess of night hung oyer the camp ; then 



116 THE NOTICE 6F 

t>vcrconie with bodily fatigue and bodUjr 
pain^ and weaned bj those conflicts of 
tnind^ the struggles of her ho^$ and ap^ 
iwehcns ions, and her doubts tod fears^ 
awakened, sheflung herself on the mat« 
tress, and exhausted nature bow^d to the 
soft influence of obliviating rest* 
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CHAP. XVI. 

Vi coaoscoamatestelle 
A quel palpiti d'atnore 
Che ffv^liiate aei mio sen, 
Kou m^ii^anno i siete quelle 
N'ha Piiniiiagme nel core, 
Ne sareste cosi belle 
Se non foste del mio ben\ 

MsTASTASlOa 

That restoration which ever attends on 
^ repose of innocence, shed its balm on 
the wounded mind, the debilitated frame, 
of Imogen, and united with the native ex« 
Cellence of her constitution to breathe re- 
novation on every sense, and restore that 
elasticity of spirits which with the young 
and sal%uine suffers but a temporary sus- 
pension. 1t\e mbrhii^'s cheery lig^ 
seemed to dispel the gloomy visions of her 
mind, with an eftect similar to that pro- 
duced by its return on the natural world; 



lift THE NOVICE OF 

• 

and the sun, as it shone through the cur- 
tain entrance of the tent, kissed with its 
-warm beam a cheek on whose polished 
surface the rose of heahh again faintly 
blushed its return. Her mind, restored in 
some degree to its strength of tone, busied 
itself in separating her ideas from the con- 
fusion which amazement, recent horror, 
and overwhelming emotion, were calculated 
to inspire ; and hope reillumined its vestal 
fkme in a bosom where nature seemed de- 
termineddespairshould §ver if espair of seiz^- 
ing ; for it was a bosom organized for the 
reception of every sweet and joyous feel- 
ing, and glowing with that genial warmth 
which nourished every germ of happiness 
to maturity, and considers even the cloud 
of affliction as the transient precursor of 
future bliss. 

Imogen had scarcely risen from h^. 
pillow, when the sentinel who patrolled 
before the tent looked in upon her. )%e 
observed her guard had been changed 
during the nigl^j an4 from the counte- 
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nance of the soldier she believed the change 
would be in her favour ; or probably she 
was disposed to sec every thing in a more 
grateful light than thCipR-ceding evening. 

^* Ah, my youngsir knight!*' exclaimed 
f he centinel asshe approached him : *' why 
•^ trirfy, if sleep were a banquet, thou hast 
" fared rarely ;•. for I have watched thee 
♦' since the first cock crew, and by my 
** holy rood thou hast slept it out like a 
'^prince. I warrant thee, thou art ready 
«' for a slice of our black bread, and a 
*' pipkin of Rhenish wine would not long 
*^ lie in th/ way. Well, thou look'st a 
'* puny little soul, and thou «halt share 
** my mess willingly rf or else till the mid- 
*' day watch is rdie\H*d thy appetite must 
«* keep cool." 

InK>gen, with all that ardour of hope so 
easily awakened in the heart of the young 
and unhappy, fancied she read in the appa- 
rent courtesy of her guard a prelude to 
more material services. '* I am most 
« grateful to thee, my good friend/' said 

VOL. !/• o 
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she, *' for thy kind offer, though I feel no 
*' inclination at pre$cnt to avail myself of 
'* it 5 yet it emboldens me to consider thee 
•' as one who in compassionating my situa- 
«' tion may be inclined to relieve it,*' 

" Thou art right," said thcsoldier blunt- 
ly ; " as for as pitying thee and sharing 
•* my mes§ with thee goes, J am thy nian,** 

*' And no more?" demanded linogen 
despondingly. 

'* Thou darest not ask more/' returned 
the sentinel : '* for though thou art thy- 
*' self a little traitor to thy king, thou 
** darest not tamper with the fidelity of a 
•' soldier who has the honour to serve under 
•' him, and the grace to love him next to 
'* his heavenly commander.'* 

Imogen, who, though she severely felt 
the disappointment of her vague and san- 
guine expectations in the stern fidelity of 
her guard, yet, with the liberality of a 
superior mind, reverenced that virtue by 
which she was a sufferer. 

" I do not wish to corrupt thy honour,'* 



ST. DOHINICK* 121 

said she, *' but to interest thy compassion. 
** I am not so ignorant as to believe my 
•'escape from hence could be practicable ; 
'* nor probably, could it be effected, would 
'* it avail me,*' she added with a sigh, 
«' Ignorant of the laws of war, I would 
"know the destiny that awaits, me; I 
*' would inquire whether there was a pos- 
'^ sibility of acquainting my friends that I 
" live and am a prisoner ?** 

The soldier, looking on her with a coun- 
tenance in which duty and compassion 
evidently struggled, returned : '* I have 
*' already trespassed on my orders by thus 

long holding parley with thee. I can 
^only tell thee thou art in noble hands^ 

for thou art the prisoner of the l^ardn 

de Montargis.** 

Death seemed to have hung his chillest 
icicles on the heart of Imogen, as she 
faintly repeated, " The baron de Mon- 
•' targis !** . ' 

The sentinel returned to his station. 

Imogen no longer walked with hurried 
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step^ under the agitating influence of sus- 
pense. She had now every thing to fear, 
and nothing to hope. In an attitude of 
despondence she seated herself on the side 
of her mattress : her countenance, her 
uhole figure, betrayed the silent torpor of 
despair! 

From this state of sullen^ inanity she was 
awakened by a guard, under the command 
of the Serjeant she had seen the night be- 
fore, who ordered her to arise and accom- 
pany them. 

" Whither ?** 'faintly demanded Imo- 
gen. 

" To the baron de Mantargis,*' retorted 
the Serjeant. 

- '' Oh God !'* exclaimed Imogen impul- 
sively, and wringing her hands, u-hiile tears 
filled her eyes, *' *tis impossible! 1 cannot, 
«• will not, go a prisoner into the presence 
^« of a Montargis I" ' * 

•• No P-* /eturned the serjcant ; '^'then, 
** by my holy dame, we will assist thee. 
« SolJiers,-do your duty." 
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^' Lead on then !** said Imogen firmlvf^ 
and disengaging herself from the grasp of 
her guards. 

The fire which had warmed the souls of 
her illustrious ancestors, seemed suddenly 
to spread its flame through her sinking 
heart ; the pure and noble blood that filled 
her veins flowed with quicker circulation ; 
the tear dried in her indignant eye ; her 
soul was resolved* The last descendant 
of the house of St. Dorval, tlK>ugh a wo^ 
man, disdained to shrink from the presence 
of a baron de Montargis. The timidity of 
hernature gave way to its pride: ''Lead 
^ on !*' said she firmly to the soldiers j andi 
surrounded by her guards was conducted 
through a considerable part of the camp 
to the tent of the baron de Montar^is. 

The rich scarlet drapery which shaded its 
entrance, the banners that waved over its 
sumnoit, spoke the military consequence 
df its owner. Though large, it was wholly 
occufHed by a crowd that waited the orders 
of the baron^ who had that day bt^tv ^^$- 
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^inted colonel of the king's life-guards ; 
and Imogen and her guards were detained 
for a considerable time at the entrance, 
while behind their robust and. brawny 
forms the tiniid prisoner sheltered herself 
from the gaize of the passing multitude. 
The crowd gradually dispersed j anid, only 
attended by the s^rjeant^ she was ordered 
to advance* The baron de Montargis was 
writing at a small table : a cloark of purple 
velvet, tfvroWa back from the shoulders^ 
discovered the brilliant polish of his shining- 
breast«pkte, apd fell in rich aftd graceful 
folds to the gromd j; the dark plumage of 
his helmet shaded his face, and added t<»^ 
the height of a form majestically lofty, tvtn 
though half- recumbent ; while a youngs 
page tottered beneath the weight of his cui-- 
rasses and sword, of which he seemed just 
to have disengaged himself. As the profile' 
of his figure was only visible, Imogen 
raised her eyes to its confemplation ; then 
letting,tbem fall to the earth, and folding 
her arms, stood in proud and silent expec* 
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tatiori of the result of this extraordinary ^ 
interview. No tear dewed the feverish 
blush that burnt on her cheek ; no sigh of 
apprehension died on her lip ; the heroism ^ 
ofpride and sensibility was now wound lip; 
in the bosom of St. DorvaPs daughter ta 
its last strained pitch ; a word, a breath, 
a thought, would have been sufficient to 
destroy it. 

** May it please you, monseigneur," 
said the serjeant, stepping up to the baron 
with an air meanly servilCji ** the prisoner 
" you condescended to express some inte« 
^ rest in, has, through my interference, 
'« befcn treated with every mark of respect, 
" and. now awaits your good leisure**' 

The Serjeant drew back, the baron flung 
down his pen^ turned round, -and having 
for a moment regarded the halfravcrted 
form of Imogen, said to the serjeant: " I' 
'' thank you for your attention to my: 
'' Ayishes ; it shall not go unrewarded : but? 
" you may netire for the present j I would 
** speak to thi$ youth alone/* The scr- 
jennt obeyed ^ 
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*• Speak/* conf inued the baron, address-, 
ing Imogen, *• young and daring stranger, , 
•• who, thui^ habited in the garb of peace, 
•• hast braved the battle's fiercest rage, and 

^vooingdanger in its nnost dreadful form, 

didst rush between the suspended sword 
'• of death, and the prostrate form of the 
*• count St. Dorval/* 

The baron ceased to speak; but no 
dauntless reply, consonant to the heroism 
he alluded to, answered the interrogation, 

Imogen raised her drooping head, yet 
with difficulty raised it ; the fire of her eye 
was extiqguished on the snowy wrface of 
Ikx check ; no vagrant tinft betrayed the 
vital warmth of life ; her hand pressed on 
her bosom seemed to heave with the palpi* 
ration of her heart; her lips, the fair rivals 
of her bloodless cheek, quivered with a 
broken sigh ; and while a glance, doubtful^ 
tender, languid, and retiring, beamed from . 
beneath the shadow of her half-raised eye- 
lash, panting, faint, and tremblii^, she ap- 
pealed like a beautiful personification of 
^' Echo in Jove's soft s^vdne^s ^tv\tv^\tvto 
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air.** The baron arose; advanced humanely 
towards his now almost lifeless prisoner: his 
eye of fire rolled in silence over a form 
touched with no mortal interest ; his heart's - 
sanguine tide rushed over his manly cheeky 
deserted again to his hearty again crimsoned 
his face» and the power 6f articulation at 
last returned to lips^ that faintly^ trem* 
blingly^ ejaculated^ " Heavenly powers 1 
•* the novice of St, Dominick/* 

«' The minstrel of Provence I' V inarti-* 
culately returned Imogen^ and clung for 
support rathe pillar: against which she lean*. 
ed;:^ 

«^Then I am not deceived/ *^ said vthe 
baron, supporting her in his arms; and 
clasping her trembling hand in his ; ^rthis 
" fonn is no illusion conjured by my oft 
"deluding fancy, to cheat, the wishes of 
** my heart inta transient Wbs ; for, oh4 . 
"this hand, this^* precious hand, which < 
if communicates in its touch a kindred ^ 
"throb to the wild pulsations of mine ;. 
" tbatglance, which plays upon my hearUs > 
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'^'finest nerv£, and restores it to that soft 
'* vibration Imogen's eyes first awakened^* 
*:* tells nie, though thus disguised, though 
'* thu3 so unexpectedly found, that thou 
" art indeed that Imogen, who, in days^ 
" precious to the dearest recollection of 
'^ memory, shed love's vital beam upon 
»' the kindling soul of the wandering visi^ 
*' tant of Montmoreil.'* 

A thousand hearts swelled in the bosom 
of Imogen, whose trembling form still de- 
pended on the encircling arm of the baron 
for support. The resentment of slighted 
love, the tender effusions of awakened 
passion, the amazement natural to a dis- 
covery so far beyond the limits of proba- 
bility^ th^ fondness of the mistress, the 
sensitive delicacy of the woman, the hu- 
miliating feelings of the prisoner, and the 
inborn pride of the heiress of the count de 
St. t>orval, the hereditary enemy of a 
Montargis, alternately struggled in her 
breast. The baron's ardent gaze, thetex> 
close pressure of his embrace^ gave to pride 
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and ddicacy the sole empire ovtr her tu- 
mulcous sensations. With an air firm and 
dignified^ she withdrew herself from his 
arms ; the truant colour of her check again ; 
suffused its paleness even ta the deepest 
tint of crimson ; the kindling spirit of her 
mind reaniauited her languid eyes : she re^ 
treated a few steps, then modestly but 
without perturbation replied : — '*It is true, 
«* sir, I am that person, who, when some 
''months back you sought asylum in the - 
"chateau de Montmoreli under the as-i^ ^ 
*' sumed character > of a minstrel, held a 
**^ temporary station in iht, household of its ; 
lady. . I am now your prisoner; and yon-^ 
are, I am told, the baron de Montargis^ . 
" to whose, humane interference 1 pv/e my ^ 
"life." ^ 

The b^ron started : the air, the manner, , 
ikt words o£ Imogen, froze the^ tide erf 
passion that a moment before rolled tumuU ^ 
tuously in his veins ; he^g^zed on her in > 
silent wonder ; a new recollection seemed i 
m break ujgon his ; mind>. his coloux., 
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changed^ he advanced, drew a scat to- 
wards Imogen^ which her weakness ren- 
dered acceptable ; then pacing the tent 
with hasty strides, after an uninterrupted 
pause of some minutesj^he seated himself 
near her, and with a long drawn sigh ex* 
claimed : '* Lady, in the sudden, the over^ 
** whelming emotions thy most unexpected 
♦' and too welcome appearance excited; 
the past; the present, ;^nd the future^ 
Were equally absorbed. I beheld thee p 
*• again beheld thee t tha»t rapturous con- 
•* viction filled my whole soul, and^ my 
'* heart was inaccessible to every other 
thought: but even my impetuous feel- 
ings bow to the supremacy of. thy 
power ; it was for theo only to rouse 
those powerful emotions, which bi^t a 
•' moment back bewiktered my senses in 
•' the trance of rapture ; it is for thee only 
«* to subdue them. We have indi^ both 
" changed characters since we last met : 
♦' I left thee, lady, the geade novice of 
^' Si* Dominick^ the iaii' representative of 
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«' tloistral purity untinctured with cloistral 
** gloom : timidly gay, and bashfully 
*» Vrlsc, thy genius, like the purest ore 
•' iftimersed in debased crystalline, shone 
through the gloom of thy rigid destiny ; 
i/ehile thy modest nature shrunk from 
betraying those intellectual perfections, 
" iirhich concealed their splendour beneath 
•' the rething graces of womart's witching 
^ softness. I found thee (yes, fedy, that 
^ air of cold reserve assists my truant re- 
•* collection j^ — I found thec^ amidist' the 
tumult and carnage of a field of battle^ 
foremost in the career of danger^ op- 
posing that delicate form with Amazo- 
nian boMness to the fiiry of the fighe^ 
" Smd, with arms formed in the symmetry 
*' of love's scrftest mould, shielding the 
" prostrate count de St. Doryal from inw 
** stant death, and savir^ his life even at 
*< the risk of thine own V* 

*' And did I save it ?** es^erly demanded 
the weeping Imogen; whose feelings, work- 
ed up to the last excess of ^motion^ needed 
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but the sound of her father's name wholljr 
to overpower them : " and has the count 
'* de St. Dorval preserved his liberty with 
« his life ?•• 

*' He received both, lady, from me," 
replied the baron haughtily, but with utu 
controlled emotion. 

" Then for that one act,** said Imogea^ 
throwing herself at his ieet, and bathing 
his hands with her tears, •* may heaven 
«' shower its choicest blessings on you ! In 
•'saying his life you have not. saved his 
** onlyi in jsecuring his liberty you have 
'' restored me to mine.'* 

The baron was overpowered : almost .: 
ready to sink beside Imogen, he with dif^ 
ficulty raised her ; and snatching his hand 
from the soft grasp of hers, *yGo l''*said 
he, "too dangerous even in that sensibility 
/'another excites. I lack not thy gratl- 
** tudc, nor his for whose s^ke. only it , 
•' flows t nay, I desci;Ve it not. Fate placed 
Jf a noble triumph in my hands, nor did I 
.1' Mi^r it to escape. Mythquse'sdeadlk&t.. 
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<* foe, the count St. Dorval, lay at my\ 
'* mercy ; ami thinkest thou with this n^ 
•« cominon enenpy I would have played ^ 
^' common part ? No ; 1 rescued him from 
«* the power of those with whom he vainly 
'* struggled for life, placed him on my 
"own hor$e, gave him in care to his 
" squire, who supported him in his arms; 
" nor even deigned to tell him it was thus 
" a Montargis triuniphed over his enemies! 
•* It was. thus I revenged myself on the 
'Vman whom it was my inheritance t© 
" hate, who tore from my father's heart 
" his blooming bride even at the altar's 
'* step, whom from my cradle I have been 
'^ taught as a rebel to oppose, as a bigot to 
" detest, as an enemy to despise 1" 

*' No, ray Idrd," interrupted Imogen 
indignantly, '* you do not hate;^ you canu 
•' not despise, the count St. Dorvai ; that 
« sympathy which eidst^ between the vir- 
V* tuotia of every rank, of cveiy persuasiMj 
*«:forhids it* ^t is the narrow sugg^tioils^ 
^ of eariy imbibed pitrjudices that veil youc 
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*' Better reason, and make you behold 
** errors in the character of your cnc- 
*' my which exist but in the distempered 
'* bias of your own imagination. All noble 
*' as is the count de St. Dorval^ he is ^tilt 



•f less illustrious by his birtK thiaa by* his 
«' virtues ; even his errors arc respectable,. 
" since they flow from a mistaken sense of 
right : his political and religious sentu 
ments, which subject him to the odium 
*• of rebdKon and bigotry, are the prin^ 
*' cipte^ of his inheritancei notof hk con- 
«' viction ; and the toyalty and" t<^fation 
'' of the baron deMontargisar^ probably 
*' but offsprings of the same' growth. It 
^^ is the motive^ and notthe act, by which 
*' we are to be judged; and whik the 
" heart remains^ untainted, the aberrations 
*^x^ the mind are rather to be. pitted than 
'« condemned.'* 

The emotions which betrayed them- 
sdves^in the countenance of the baron, as 
he listened to his prisoner,^ spoke-an agita* 
sToQ Kdf niind xhat baffled expression ; then, 
while with impassioned adnvli^otiVvc^zed 
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on her countenance, over which a kindling 
animation gradually diffused its fire as she 
spoke, he exclaimed : ** Enviable St. Dor- 
•« val ! to be defended by such arms as 
^ those, to be vindicated by such lips ! 
«* Oh ! to what spell of magic dost thou 
^' owe thy power oyer the heart of A^r who 
" has burst the strict barrier of female 
'' delicacy, and in unseemii^ habit foU 
^' lowed thee even amidst the battle's 
^* wildest fury ; who has overcome her 
^ sex's softness, and braved that death she 
'* feared for thee alone ;, and who now; 
even in the power of thy foe,^ boldly 
vindicates thy errors, mi w^ love'a 
•* true sophistry ccmverts thy very fatlii%s 
••into virtues ? Yes, thou shalt owe mc 
a second life, more precious than the 
first : thy mistress, thy imprudent ten- 
•* der mistress, shafl be restored to thee* 
**^ Haply thy claims are prior to those my* 
•'heart once made, and hers, oh sweet' 
•^ deception ! appeared to sanction.*' 
Tt^rs of wounded pride, of shamc^ oC 
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insulted modesty, stole o'er the deep tinted 
cheek of the prisoner ; and, hurried away 
be the violence of her indignant emotion, 
she faintly replied ; " Had I a thousand 
•* lives, they were too few to sacrifice for 
•^ the preservation of count - St. Dorval^. 
** for he is — my father.** i 

" Your father!" repeated the baron ia 
the hurried accents of anmzement : *^ Gra«* 
cious God I Imogen the daughter of 
St. Dorval ! Oh, Imogen ! extraordi- 
nary and mysterious being I who in 
^ €^try situation^ under every varying* 
*' aspect, still bearest cdbout thee that %ht^ 
y ^ su^mof^y whkhr encom^^ses thee^ 
'* Hke a glory^ wbo still awakenest, interest\ 
•• and exdtest wnazemeftt, speak 5 by thatt 
<* beam of truth that shines in tbecan^^ 
*' dour of thine eye, and mingles with the^ 
*• persuasive graces of thy lip, I conjure > 
•« theesa^ MPhoand what art thou? why^ 
•< comest thou here? why wearest thou. 
** this disguise ? why art thou, ^re while*. 
*« the timid novice of St. Dominick, w^st^ 
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«' ingthy sweetness amidst the gJoom 6f 
•* cloistral privacy, and now the daughter 
^ of the count St. Dorval, the heroine df 
•• an army ? Oh i why must tlie eager 
*' heart wait upon the pleasure of cold 
•« detail to satisfy its longings ? why does 
^ it not possess the intuitive power of 
'• piercing the veil of mystery which en- 
^ shxDuds the fatt of its object? why in 
f' the doquenc eyes of Imogen eaiinot 
^ Montar^s read all bis soul lai^i^heai 
^* to know, but which the wounded^ the 
•^ bfimd(3dddicicfofSt.DDrval*sdaugh.i» 
^ cer may indagnantly tdvusc to his aW 
^ rrcataes ?•* ^ 

** Then ycm^are/* said Imogen iii atreJ 
tnolous voice, recollecting her fathefrV 
last command, '* the son of the baron dc 
^' Montargis ?'* 

♦* I am the son of him who wa^ die 
'* baron dc Montargis^ who iS by the, 
«* king's royal pleasure the duke de Beau^ 
•' villiers. Yet, 6h my sweet enemy ! for^ 
"get that I am $o; still behold at ^OMt. 
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*• feet the humble minstrel of Provence, 
*' as when in those stolen and delicious 
*• hours of transient bliss he breathed upon 
•' this fair hand the secret sigh of his soul; 
•' still behold mc with those partial eyes, 
*• whose thrilling glances sunk deep to my 
" heart, and waked its every pulse to 
«• transport's liveliest throb.** 

The warm tide of reviving tenderness 
rushed o'er the kindling soul of Imogen. 
She beheld at her feet the object of that 
romantic faithful passion whose treasured 
Idea, twined round, every finer fibre of her 
heartj Kadblong been liie source of all her 
joy^ the dream of her rest, the subject of^ 
tier waking thought ; whom again to be« 
, hold under many a deceptive plea, hope 
had lured her from the seclusion of her 
youth ; whom now beholding, appeared to 
ber enamoured eye adorned with all those 
great and noble graces the humility of his 
former disguise had concealed from her 
view : a youthful and illustrious warrior, 
ia \Khosc eye the flame of valour beamed. 
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on whose lip the fire of genius and passion 
breathed. The haughtiness which digni- 
fied her manners was fled, the spirit which 
animated her countenance was extinct ; the 
deep scarlet flush with which pride, wound- 
ed and indignant^ coloured her check; 
faded to the rosy suffusion of tenderness 
chastened by modesty. Soft was the 
languor of her eye, and a thousand timid, 
tender,bashful graces, insinuated themselves; 
into her air, her attitude, her voice, as 
she requested the baron to rise. The 
smile which accompanied the request was 
omnipotent. 

The baron obeyed, and, encouraged by 
its sweetness, repeated his petition, nor 
petitioned in vain. Imogen, anxious to 
relate as he was to hear every thing that 
could remove the faintest suspicion inimi* 
cal to the delicacy of her character, the 
refinement of her feelings, or the propriety 
of her conduct, entered with brief sim. 
plicity into the recent particulars of her 
lifci -A rosy confusion, a blushing earnest- 



140 TH^. NavIC£OF 

©css^ ycilc4 « firs.t tboac graces of reci- 
tation with which nature had eminently en- 
dowed her; but as these soft effusions 
of bashfulncss gradually vanished to the. 
encreasing interest of her story, as she re- 
lated the interview with her father, touched 
■ • 

on the circunxstances of his life^ and 
dwelled on that affecting moment which 
restored her to a parent, the pathos, the 
energy of her natural and feeling elo- 
quence, rose with the importance of her 
$ubjcct ; while an unconscious sigh, a 
transient blush, a starting tear, betrayed 
the profound emotion of her sensible heart, 
and gave a higher finish to her detail than 
even the most brilliant figures of rhetoric 
could have bestowed. In slightly referring 
to the history of her fether*s life, she was 
unavoidably obhged to touch on the en-, 
mity which had so long subsisted between 
the houses of Mx)ntargis and dc St. Dor** 
val ; yet she did it with a (^elicacy, an emo- 
tion, that evi ccd the deep regret it in- 
spired in a heart which now more than ever 



ST* DOMINICKV 141 

lamented the dreadful effects of political 
and religious dissension. 

While she spoke^ the baron hung over 
her enamoured; when she ceased, his 
eager eye still dwelled on the charms of 
her expressive countenance, his eager at- 
tention still hung upon the melody of her 
accents : he had given her sigh for sigh 
and tear for tear> and the silence which 
succeeded to her relation was the eloquence 
of a soul too much agitated by contending 
passions to commit the expression of its 
feelings to the inadequate power of lan- 
guage. 

While still he gazed in silent emotion 
on the interesting daughter of his encmy> 
her cheek grew pale, her head droopedj 
her eye became dim, her lips quivered ; 
the trembling and extended arms of the 
baron prevented her falling to the earth. 
The extreme fatigue she had undergone, 
the anxiety and violent perturbation which 
had agitated her mind, the pain of her 
slight wound, which now bled afresh, to- 
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gether with having tasted only a drau^t 
. of water for more than thirty hours, and 
being wholly exhausted by the late extra- 
ordinary occurrence and the long narrative 
ihe had entered on, occasioned a weak- 
ness which she had felt stealing over her 
frame, ard vainly endeavoured to conquer. 
An exclamation of horror and amazement 
burst from the lips of the baron as the 
bandage which bound her arm gave way, 
and the blood flowed copiously from the 
ill-dressed scar. Imogen, though faint, 
was not insensible; she endeavoured to 
assure him the wound was but slight. The 
baron tore ofF his scarf, bound it round 
her arm, and placed her on a couch ; then 
administering some drops that lay on the 
table, and which seemed to revive his 
languid captive, he rushed out of the 
tent. 

In a few minutes he returned, accom- ' 
panied by the surgeon, who the night be- 
fore had deemed the wound of the humble 
prisoner too inconsequent for his attention. 
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Hie whole nomenclature of the materia 
medica was now ransacked for technical 
terms to express its nature and magni- 
tude : fawning obsequiousness lurked in 
every line of his countenance^ and even 
his habitual and professional formality gave 
way totlie impetuous and anxious impa« 
ticnce of the baron. As it was necessary 
the arm of the patient should be stripped^ 
the baron retired ; and while the surgeon 
examined and dressed the wound he threw 
out some hints, in the most respectful 
manner, that from the violent anxiety tes* 
tified * by the baron de Montargis, his pa- 
tient must be of high rank, and constantly 
addressed her by the title of madame; 
Meanwhile two women of decent appear- 
ance entered the tent; the one held a 
bundle of female clothes, the other assisted 
the surgeon, who retired with a thousand 
apologies lor having mistaken his noble 
patient for a prisoner of no consequence 
the preceding night in the hospital-tent ; 
while Imogen, as much disgusted with his 
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time-serving nteitthb^ as she had b 
•with his inhumanity, Uas equally gla( 
see him depart and to find hersdf c 
•more in female sbcifty. 

Her wojuah's heirt rejoiced in this 
storation to an intercourse with her < 
sex, even oF an inferior species j and 
their countenances she thought she r 
those generic signs of the female charac 
softness and humanity, which perhaps < 
existed in the corrtparison she drew 
tween their countenances and those of 
warrior tribe by whom she had been la 
siirroiinded^ They civilly informed Ii 
gen they had been ^ent.to wait on hei 
his ex(l5fellertcyth6fcaron<JeM6ntargis; 
condiictid fifer to the inte'rior aparttpen 
the tent, ivhich h^ fcs fdmiture seei 
appropriiited to re^pOsfe. Here they sp 
out the little wardrobe : It was the «in 
garb of a Frehch |]liaysknne. lincgen, 
lighted % this delicate ittark of atrent 
in -hei- anrilabte c^ori^tteror, exdmm 
" This is ian iftduIgOiCfe indeed T* 
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eagerly began to disencamber herself of 
her masculine attire^ in which she had 
suffered some of modesty's most painful 
throes ; while her delicacy triumphed that 
she had divested herself of the minstrel 
robe which she had so long cherished as a 
precious relic, and which might have inti-i 
mated some fcMid truths to its former 
owner, more ftattering to his vanity than 
to her pride. 

*• Yes, lady," said the woman, in answer 
to her exclamation, <* you must doubtless 
•* be haj^y to iiing off your doidilet and 
** hose, as I once was when I followed my 
'^ husband to the si^e of Rouen in a soL. 
dier's garb, for all the women were for- 
bid the camp ; and beshrew me, you are 
^' in luck to get even sucli a dress as this^ 
^' for we soldiers' wives genen^y pack up 
'' our whole wardrobes in ottr liu;shands' 
^knapsacks. My goadjman^'' shepon^ 
tmued, assisting Imogen in the duties of 
the toilet, *^ when be was last acouring the 
*^ country^ took this hadbit from a simple 
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" hind, who swore by the saints it was a 
*' wedding garb for his lady mistress. Out 
*' Lady pardon my husband ! say I ; but 
" then he swore that the hind looked like 
'' a papist and a Leaguer^ and so he took 
*' three marks from him into ^^hc bar- 
•' gain.'* 

Habited in aboddice and skirt of coarse 
texture but snowy hue, her luxuriant hair 
fastened tip to the back of her head with 
a silken band of dark-green, and playing 
over her temples in negligent disorder, 
Imogen contemplated the form the mirror 
reflected with a satisfaction that flushed 
her cheek, while a sly thought of "/el/- 
^* approving beaut f^ stole on her gaze. 
The women, for whoisc attentions she was 
gratefully thankful, retired; and she re- 
turned to the apartment she had before oc- 
cupied, where she found a page in wait- 
ing, and a collation spread with fairy ele- 
gance. Notwithstanding her long-enforced 
abstinence, she at^ sparingly : the strong 
and stiU turbulent emotions of her lieart 
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" subdued all feeling else save what beat 
" there;" and while hermind had/' food for 
" meditation" even to access^ she seemed 
almost unconscious of the want of grosser 
nourishment: yet the Iktie she did eat 
refreshed and revived her ; and having dis* 
missed the page« she withdrew from the 
table^ fell prostrate to the earthy and in 
the attitude of pious humility Raised a 
heart still humbler in gratitude to the 
Author of all good^ to whose providential 
care she owed the preservation of her fa- 
ther's life and liberty^ her own present 
safety^ and that flow of happiness which 
now succeeded to the load of anxiety and 
misery sihehad lately sustained. 

Imogen had scarcely risen frrom her 
knees^ and •' ibe beauty of holiness** still 
«hed its seraph expression on her counte« 
nance, when the baron entered. The 
nymph-likc simplicity of her attire pre- 
sented to his admiring eye such a form as 
poetical fancy attaches to the idea of Ar* 
cadian beauty. 

"3 
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••How much, my lord/* said Imogen, 
•« do I owe you for an attention so deli- 
'• cate, JK) grateful ?'• casting her eyes over 
the dress his kindness had provided her, 
then modestly raised their grateful glanceu 
to his. 

The baron took her hand, and, seating 
himself beside her^ said : •• You mistake, 
'' lady 5 to me you owe nothing ; I can 
*• only claim the merit of construing your 
" blushes into their literal ^n&e : they are 
•' ever the eloquence, the rhetoric, which 
^* modesty deigns only to use ; aini the 
** glow which delicate shame suffuses over 
*• the cheek of lovely woman is tkcfiacrfd 
" sign of vestal puriiy^ which Jio m^n d^r 
^' serving the name will dare to violate. 
'^ Trust me, sweet lady, I am most plea&ed 
** that our rude camp 'could afford thee 
■' even this garb, though more suited to 
*• the chaste simplicity of thy taste than to 
f* the lustre of thy rank : but nature has 
•' stampt her letters patent of nobility on 
•* thy soul, and in the elevation of those 



*' sf njioients which giyes to thy air anfj 
«« coufitengnce their nobljsst expression j 

V nor cquld thp sjiinitig diadem nor ermined 
^' robe of peerage add a greater splendour 
" fp tKe farm which jhe divine light of vir- 
*< tue 9;id (h.e {le^ven^stolen beam of genius 
♦^ irradijLtes ! No, to the eye of ^f pnt^rgis, 
«• the U^y ^e St. Dorval is not more dig- 
'^ nified, more illustrious than the meeic 
f^ and humfele noyicc of St. Dominick." 
T^en in $1 tone inpris tenderly familiar h^ 
added : ^^ Oh ! %t the i$oun<f of that name^ 
** memory like lightping shppt^ ^thwart 
<' each interval of bljiss^ anid my rapture4 
*< senses doubt their fidelity a3 I gaze ovk 
^thc form of her whqj^ on^ to h^ve 

V known is never to forgPt !*' 

'< Never to forget I" repeated Imogen^ 
with a smile half^reprpaichfyl : '* Oh, my 
♦^ lord ! had not thi^ stf^iige adventure 
*f awakened recollection, memory had soon 
•• resigned the last fadiflg remembrance of 
«* the novice of St. Domipick. Whatever 
" the wayward destiny which led you to 
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'' seek an asylum in humble .guise >vithin 
«* the chateau de MontmoreH, whether the 
*' romantic spirit of adventufe or the wild 
'• vicissitude of war, unvanquished by that 
•• destiny, you ever rendered it subservient 
''to the purposes oC the moment: you 
stooped to assimilate yourself to those 
you might have awed into conscious in- 
'* feriority ; and yoiir mind, like gold^ 
'* which dissolving in baser metal blendi 
"itself with each minuter particle, yet 
" still retains its own pure quality una!- 
♦' loyed, ductile but undegraded, betrayed 
*' itself well versed in the world's. sub- 
*' tilizing school* Cheating time where you 
^ could not enjoy it, o'er the dreary path of 
'' solitude and unvaried sequestration you 
•' scattered those Bowers of dalliance which- 
'' faded as they fell. • Such, my lord, 
'» were your passing courtesies considered : 
** sweet> perhaps, but not permanent ; 
''grateful, but transient." 

The "eloquent blood" of Imogen ever 

betrayed the emotion which dictated * the 

sentiment of her eloquent V\p^-, iVvt obU<\u<i 
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reference to those tender professions of the 
baron which his aftcr-neglect had proved 
to be fleeting as the sighs which had stolen 
amidst their '* honied words/* rosed the 
check of Imogen with "the virgin crim- 
'^ son of modesty** and the deeper flush 
of pride; while the faint smile which hung^ 
upon the pensive softness of the baron's i 
ardent gaze, seemed to owe its existence 
to that pleasure awakened by a reproach 
which a tender but wounded interest only 
could have excited; 

•' Yes/* said he, "if Tarn to be ar- 
" raigned onthe allegation of appearances, 
" I musrtndeed seem what you infer I am, 
the mere wordling, whose heart seeking 
only temporary gratification, like the in- 
" constant surface of a mirror, receives 
•' every impression but retains none. Ycc 
'^ since' you have honoured me in the faint 
"recollection of those vows which breath* 
" edthe passion of a soul devoted with all 
" its eneigies to adore thee,-And regiistered 
^ inthe face ©f • heaven upon the band of 

« 5 
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<* her \yhpsc purity is h^ijiYen's type, d^i^ 
'» me not, sweet sai/it, ip Ipye |a truaot : 
«' but trust iM that ^s thp rosjc's essence 
" precedles and e*en survives its own idcn- 
'* tical and- fair existence, so ere I beheld 
^* thee I nourisKed in my bpspfp's core a 
^' germ of love for thee reserved to ripen 
" to perfection ; and if it drooped beneath 
'* the chill of absence most enforced, be- 
^' lieve xm that again ^t sight of thee it 
'' blponi§, and sheds a fresher odour than 
*' when first thy genial infUienqe flushed 
*^ on itij primy nature. And Wow^ while 
*' in return fqx thy sweetly ij^teresting and 
y candi4 d^tajl I pour the boiu^ess con- 
^' fidence of a soldier's honest and un^ 
*' ptactised heart into th'u^e, \yilc thpu^ 
*' fair n)ai(^ in pify to that Ijeart's i^eai^ 
*' ncss, still suffer njctjoconsivjer my lovely 
*' aydititea^ in the ligbe in which I first 
" bchdd h)?r, the m^sls n<jyi?e 9f $t» 510- 
'* minic^j ijpi: th? pyejr^Mtiflg ^ iJHi^ri^ 
*' om lady dc S)?. Dprvsl ? QJ||i Iw^gcn 1- 
"the recoUoctigo <rf ^ iMnn^c^j^agtep 
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" wiH ever awaken the nerve where b3is« 
•* is bred, while tte lattcr-r-God of heaven! 
•* the daughter of St. Dorval !— -Oh for^ 
*' tunc ! why art thou still of love the un- 
vanquishabje enemy ? and thou, di love, 
why doat thou twine around the heart 
those tk$ which breaking break it, yet 
twine them only for the finger of destiny 
to verse ? But away with reflection ! this 
'^ hour shall be die commemorating aera 
of lovers sweet birth; the expanded 
wing of joy shall soar in triumph, and 
•^ guard tlie heart from care's intrusive 
*\ gloom ; and the sad realities of a fetal 
« conviction shall lie subdued by the rosy 
^' influence of sweet iUusiDn : fericy^s fairy 
•' spell shall! convert this warlike shelter 
'* imo the dearlf-remembered gallery of 
*' Mantmofclljand the dignity of a peeress 
of France into the souUdissolviiig soft- 
ness of the tender pitying. Imqgen ; who 
hung, not unmoved, upon the min* 
H strel's last-breathed vow, s^nd whose eyes 
^^ dropped pceeious dew the jealousy x)f 
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^^ love would have wrested from compas- 
sioHj but that its insuperable feafs for^ 
bade the temerity of the golden hope.** 
Then^ after a pause^ the baron^ casting 
down his eyes with that air of modesty 
which seemed to reprehend the necessity 
which obliged him to become the hero of. 
his own tale, continued : «' He who is born 
«* the favourite of fortune, who lisps his 
*' first accent in the bosom of indepen* 
" dence, and is endowed with the com-» 
•^ maud over others before he has been 
** taught the necessity of obtainif^ it over 
** himself, enters life on its most level 
* path, and cannot be supposed to meet 
«« with those incidents with which the 
'* vicissitudes of a less smiling destiny^ 
'< abound ; which give intefest to detail^ 
*< render egotism venial, and furnish the . 
<< historian with his most attractive facts^ 
** the poet with his brightest images. 
•' Rank and fortune were my birth-right. 
«' I was born to that which h the aim and 
^ object of mankind to obtains for which 
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<* every energy of the soul, every fadulty 
*« of the mind, rushes into exertion : I 
*' was born to it ; and those faculties, those 
*' energies, which might have enabled me 
*• to have acquired them, lay dormant, in 
«' the want of that necessity which is the 
•* primary stimulus of all human action. 
** When consciousness first awakened in 
•'my infant mind, it found me reposing 
*• on the bosom of beauty : my eyes, fror* 
•' their first discriminating glance, dwelt 
*'on the loveliness and harmony of nature 
•* in the fairest epitome of her works, 
*' woman I Nourished on her smiles, over- 
•* whelmed by her caresses, sporting in her 
•• arms, catching my lisping accents from 
•* her lip of love, my soul received its first 
"impression from the purity, the sub** 
•* limity of hers ; and what it still pos-* 
'•sessesofgood is but the lingering trace 
" of that sweet indelible impression. Julia' 
•'de Ribemont resided in my grandfather's' 
*' family during my mother's life. The* 
!* long-declining health of that mothct' 
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•^ g^vepnc constantly to t|ie arpis of hex 
*« heautifol friend ; who, on my parent's 
'^ death, adopted me the child of her af-i 
«^ fection, while my father returned the 
'? kindne$$ even by rpaking her the idol of 
•fhjsQwn. 5ut^-^" 

The baron paused : hi$ brow iascnsibly> 
lp$t its mild expansion, and contracted its 
shade over his darkening eye§; and, after 
a moment's struggle, he resumed : *' But 
*? rpy father was depi^ivcd of this object of 
*' his homage, and I Jost my aniiable mo-* 
" ther : she was destined to boast a more 
'^ illustrious title, to become thie mother 
•* of Imogen. I was but five years af age 
«' when I participated in my father'^, still 
•I lameHited loss ; and meipory gcips no' 
*' further than the thrilling recoliectipn 
*' of the feelings the insinuataug Julia^ 
•« awakened in my young be^? : tij^ tears,. 
^% th^ lamentatipns, with which I pujrstied 
«'. her flight ; or the b;M^red 1 conccivf4 
*! against him, who 1 was soon taught to 
n kofm h^ |ori|i,hcf %>|n iwj?. Q^ ]Wu 
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*• to whom thp education^ the fprn^ing of 
^* ypufhful minds, is coqsigned, tren^ble at 
*' the great, the solemn charge you un- 
*f cjerfake J 'Tis yoM who fix that radical 
'* impres3ioi? frqm whence those ipnuroe- 
^'l^ble branches emeige, whp^e clo^jely- 
*' knit associations become the efficient 
''source of all their virtues, of all their 
"vices. If you would participate in the 
" reward of the former, fpr the l^^tter you 
'' ^re wholly accouptable. The stream of 
" time flows in vain over those traces 

4 

•' stampt on the youthful heart, interwoven 
" with its flexible fibres ; its soft oj^liviat- 
ing tide does but ameliorate, but c^n* 
not deface, In rippi* years, when my 
•* father spoke of t|ie hereditary feuds of 
the tim^^es de Montargis and de St. Dor- 
yal^ hf WyP^^d addi ' And 'twas this maa 
•f who Jcobbcd me pf my t)Tide» whft de- 
•f pyrive^ t^y infant aiQid motherless years* 
«f of ttiap. iRild gu^f jiioip spMik which ho-» 
•^yp«^ ,*found th§e ^«h mpjuc' th^ a 

«MD^h$i^t«n^eQii^s/ Ob;! th^t^JW^l- 
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5' lection thus revived breathed a deathless 
spirit on the spark of discord illumined 
in my youthful heart.'* 

A deathless spirit l" instinctively re- 
peated Imogen : ♦' oh, not a deathless 
•' spirit ;** looking with a mild and depre- 
cating glance in the face of the baron. 

The blush which flitted over the cheek . 
of the baron, drew its source from the de- 
licacy he felt he had violated. Avoiding 
the soft but earnest looks of Imogen, he 
replied : ^' I speak, lady, under the in- 
5* fluencc of my ihen existii^ feelings, 
•' which at thart period stole their predo- 
" minant hue from the colour of their 
" opinions by whom I was surrounded. 
«• But to be brief. The activity of my 
^' father's mind, his long initiation in all 
•* the profoundest mysteries ofpolitics,car- 
*r ried him to Paris ; and holding two high 
'* stations at court, successively under the 
•• two brothers, Charles the Ninth and 
Henry the Third, he seldom visited bis 
provincial estates, but left me to be' 
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*' -educated at the chateau de Montargis, 
'* and to mn back that popularity his long 
'* absence might eventually forfeit. Placed 
" under the care of a rigid disciple of 
•' Luther, and who had been in his youth 
*' the friend of that extraordinary reformer, 
'• the harshness of my preceptor's mind 
•* communicated its chill severity to his 
'* taste add the studies selected for my 
'* pursuit were as dissonant to the native 
tone of my mind^ as the disposition and 
sentiments of my tutor to the feelings 
of my heart, or the gay hilarity of rriy 
'' temper. He had borne a conspicuous 
•' part in those, violent controversial strug- 
" gles which so long tore and disgraced 
^* the Christian church ; and his success 
'* had awakened in his mind an ardent 
•' passion for subtle argumentation, a love 
*' for whatever was difficult to be under- 
*< stood, and an ambition , to be supposed 
" capable of comprehending what was in 
itself unintelligible, which induced him 
to confine my studies to those Vioiks* Vw^ 
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** himself approved, the subtleties of Ar^s-- 
" totle*s philosophy, or the unintercstiRg 
*' and gladiatorial disputes of modern 
•' tlieolpgists. The play i»?hich such works 
" gave to boyi§h ingenuity at first fasci- 
*' nated my attention, and I became as 
^ bigotedi and pedantic ^s my tutpr cpu|d 
*< desire ; but ^s the light pf ri^son d^« 
«' fused ifs influence o'er my ^cuIti^Sj^ as 
*' the Izxmt perpeptioiis qf taste awakjsned 
'f intq refinement, as pagsion's genij^l glqw 
^* shed its influence o'er rpy heart a^d 
^* senses, 1 turned risyoltinjgly from the 
*? crude r/egimen prescribed to my e^ger 
" ipind* A sentiment wiU be easier ccm« 
^f verted into its opposite^ than moderated 
*' or restrained intp an intermecjiatp de*- 
'f gree between the grfsat extremes ; and 
*' disgust soon pursued the recollcc- 
'' tion of those studies which I hac} oiice 
•^ engaged in >vith avidity. The authors 
«' of the Augustan day, the elegant poets 
«' of modern Italy, succeeded to the phi- 
«• losophy of Aristotle, the theol^y of 
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" M^lancthpn. I studied the musical. 
«' sysfiems af Gui d'Arezzo, Jean deMuria, 
•* 4nd the more fomed thepj-ists of a later 
" d^y. The wcwrks of the cplehrated 
'^ trpt^b^dourSy Pierre Bidal and Arnaja^ 
"dc Varv^il,* fell into my hands. J 
^' awlied tl^ Provencal dialect^ and re- 
♦^coltec^e^ Jt inhakd that air whiph wai? 
5f <Qnce sijpgpsi^ ta breathe lAspira^jorif 
*f The sj:r^air>s of my native Durai?ce asi-r 
^* Slimed a new and classic interest and I 
'/ wandered in poetic transport along thi? 
•J ba^ks of that delicious river, o*er whose 
t^ swelUpg waves tlxe sjnrit of genius had 
" Sip often floated. 1 envied those high- 
w priests of gallantry who stiU ftwalveni?4 
M the decaying ^mh^rs of the Jllu^tripu? 
^^ ord<^r 9f troubadours iu Tboulouse, and 
<* s^ill presided o'er the laws of love, of 
*^ ppcjy, and song. I even determined to 
" eipulate their talents, and to becpme'a 

Piy I i I I IK m i . 11 « ■ i^^^^— — — ^g^^n;,^^■ ^ij ■ _ n i iii iii 

* Se^ a history of tjie Troubadours, by M, de St. 
Palaie, jD;i»b^d by the jabbe MeUpt. 
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•' candidate for the golden violet insti. 
'* tutcd by the accomplished Clennience 
*' d'lsaure^ countess of Thoulouse, as the 
♦* reward of poetical merit. I hastened 
«* to Thoulouse in the habit of a ' minstrel, 
^' and sung those verses to the harp which 
*• were the first effusions of my rustic 
muse. My youth and rank shed an 
extraneous merit on my lays they in« 
^* trinsically did not possess : the golden 
<' violet was adjudged me ; and gratified 
•• ambition flushed her triumphs in my 
•' ypung aspiring heart, I was then scarcely 
''sixteen, and the errors of youth in a 
" literary sense generally find that tolera- 
" tion which, in a moral one, is so seldom 
" denied them. My indulgent father par- 
" ticipated in my success, and though 
'' then at Paris, suffered me to remain at 
'* Thoulouse, to perfect myself in the ele- 
*' gant and useful exercises of the sword 
'• and horsemanship, until weariness or 
•' satiety should cancel the immunity. 
'* It was at this period, I formed a friend- 



* ^* ship with a young Englishaian of rank, 
«' Robert Sidney,* the second son of sir 
•* Henry Sidney, brother to the immortal 
^ sirPhih'p, and nephew to the favourite 
*' of Elizabeth, the celebrated earl of Lei- 
»' cester; who was then at Thouk)use, on 
•• his return from Italy by France to Eng- 
*' land, under the care of his intelligent 
*' tutor, .Mn Savill,t and accompanied 
■• by another young Englishman of for- 
•^ tune, Mr. Nevilh Pascinated by the 
«* manners, the talents, ^he solid and use- 
^ ful information^ w^ioh«dimi^uished this 
'* little groupe of foreigners from the fri- 
'* volous visitants which Italy so frequently 

/ *^ sent ii€, and the volatile and unsteady 
*' though sanguine characters of the 
" young Provencals, I clung to these 
" amiable strangers, and so far insinuated 
'** myself into their favour, as to induce 

( ^ ' ■■ ■ '■ . " -' 

■* ■ 

* AfterMrards earl of Leicester. 
+ See sir Philip Sidney'^ Letter to his brother 
Robert. 
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t» tftemto accomparty me baick tOrMoiv 
*' targisi whei« they bbcame ffty guests for 
•» softie weeks* r . 

** Under the guiding pipcccpts, with the 
** shining iexample^ of hk iUustrtbus brother 
^ to light him on his way> the younger 
Sidney bad travelled over the greater 
part of Europe^ and was now returning 
to England, rich inthe spoils of hi« accu*. 
^' rate observation on men and manners i 
" and when he dwelt with animationon the 
^' scenes through which he had passed, the 
'* characters he had mingled witti^ or the 
^* adventures he had encountered^ I shrui>k 
** back upon myself in conscious infcno^ 
♦' rity, and secretly reprobated the fond 
** ^ppi^ehensions of my father, which liad 
*^* confined me so tong within the safe 
'* limits of a doniestic icircle. But when 
*' my liew friend spdke of <fcifi illustrious^ 
«* his all-accomplUhed brother, who was 
•' by many years his elder ; when 1 learnt 
•' that 'sir Philip Sidney, \^^ien little more 
^ than my age, had travelled through 



*' Eul'c^^j commanding iatttchtioh from 
" cve^y tzr, respect frotai zvtty ritind^ afc- 
*« fection from every heart ; that th6 prood 
*' Austrian viceroy of the Netherlands 
*' treated him with more public honours 
^' than the ambassadors of sovereigns ; and 
*' though ^ stranger, without title, power, 
** or any of those alluring baits to popir- 
** larity, he had been in election for the 
'* crown of Poland, a circumstance tnore 
'• glorious than if the diadem of a world 
•^ had encircled his brow by inheritance ; 
*' my bosom glowed, my heart beat, I felt 
*' as did C«sar when he read of the juve- 
•• nile feiits of Alexander. I accompanied 
•* my English friends to Paris : I threw 
^tnyself at my father's feet ; conjured him 
*' no longer to suflTer his son, his only ton, 
** to waste the prec:iOus years of youth in 
^* iftgldrious indoleiftce ; but to perhiit me 
*'t6 Visit that coUlrtrywhicli claimed sir 
'•'PhJlip Sidney ias her tson, which then 
^* 'bbksted it>f a Raleigh, an Essex, a Bacon, 
«a Shaksj^care! my entreaties w^re.sc- 
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i^conded by the pressing instances of my 
•* new friends, and a polite invitation from 
'• sir Henry Sidney : my father*s tender- 
*' ness yielded to those combined solicita^ 
**ti<ms, and I was suffered to accompany 
*^ those amiable Englishmen to their native 
/•'country. I was received at Baynard 
" Castle with the cordial welcome which 
^' distinguishes the old English hospitality 
" from that of the continent ; not only by 
"sir Henry, who had just returned from 
his third expedition to Ireland as ord-* 
deputy, but by the lady Mary Sidney, 
'< a daughter of the illustrious house of 
Northumberland, and by. their incompa- 
rable son, on whom nature, fame, and 
'* fortune, seemed to vie in showering the 
♦'choicest favours. As learned in the 
^' schools, as gallant in the field, as ele- 
*' gantly refined at the levee, as unafTect- 
" edly endearing in his doniestic circle . 
*« hyperbole itself must fail in the attempt 
'« to do Justice to his illustrious character. 
<* Although his own poetic genius was 
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*' sufficient to command immortality ; the 
** Maecenas of his day, he had the true 
** greatness of mind to encourage merit in 
*' others wherever he found it, unbiassed 
♦* by the narrow views of policy or osten- 
*' tation. It was at his house I became ac- 
quainted with the celebrated Edmund 
Spenser; his friend John Chalkhill^ the 
•• pastoral poet ; Mr. Fairfax, the elegant 
*' translator of Tasso, and William Shak* 
** speare, the first dramatic poet of this or 
♦' perhaps any other age. There too 1 be* 
*' came known to Sir Philip's friend and re- 
^* lative, the all-accomplished Grevill lord 
•' Brooke, who united so much solid learn- 
•* ing to all the attractive blandishments of 
•' poetical genius ; sir Walter Raleigh, of 
/* whose universal capacity it has been said, 
" he was born only for what he undertook ; 
" the witty sir John Harrington, who has 
'* flung over the splendid images of Ariosto 
^ the graces of English drajKryj and the 
'' earl of Essex, the hero of his nation, 
^' the idol of his sovereign's hearty aud 
▼oir, lip t 
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^^undoubtedly one of the mest elegant 
'^*' W'riteiis of the day. 

'*' Anio^ng those bright Pleiades, a couh- 

^' try man of my own shone a star of no 

V inferior magnitude ; but his lustre was 

'*' rather the reflection of superior virtue 

'** than superior talents. The chevalier de 

*' Sdrville was then £i visitor at Baynard 

'*' castle : he had many years before formed 

*' a connection with sir Philip, when the 

*' latter was on his travels ; he had inct 

*^ him at Paris during the fatal eve of St. 

*' Bartholomew. Of different persuasions 

r*' they had been equally activfe in the cause 

^'of humanity, when the bigotry of mis- 

♦'taken religion aimed a vital blow at her 

'^^ heart ; till the benevolent "temerify of 

the chevalier rendered him incapable of 

further exertion, and the perils which 

^' surrounded him obliged the young Eng- 

'* lishman'to seek personal safety in' the 

*' house of the then English ambassaxlbr, 

f^ tHe celebratecl sir Francis Walsingha'm. 

* '' A^jhe friend and relative of the count 
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.*^*St. Dorval, I met the cordial ad'vances 

" of the atniable de Sorville ^ith coldness 
and reluctance* His superior mind 
smiled compassionately on the prejudice 

.^* of my boyish unformed character, And 
** to his persevering kindness I now owe 

-'^ the proudest bo^st Of my life^ that of 
" being his friend. 

*' The visit of this virtuOw^ man to 
** England vva^ not mefely a visit of friend- 
•* ship or curiosity : his mind still point- 
*' ing with iftVUriable impulse to thje niag- 

^^ ftetic attraction of benevolehce, he had 
** come to England in the hope of amelio- 
"rating the fate of the hugonot emi- 

^" grants, whom the crwelty of Philip If. 
" had expatriated from the Netherlands, 

-«' by bis interest, with the British minister 
•^through the medium qfthe Sidney fF- 

•" niily. He had klso then formed a reso- 
**iution of visit i-ng most of the jails in 
'^•Europe, whoae .wretched inhabitants 
*^ have since experienced the generosity of 

^^* his nature, (to which his open purse \vak 
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^Vever inadequate) and the effects of hk 
"medical ikiU, which his study of physic 
•' had rendered eminent* 

^ - ■ - 

"* Njced I add that, in such society, 
^' every moment was more precious than 
*' an age of qpmmon-place existence ? 
*' that every better faculty of my young 
^' and ardent mind was roused into excr« 
tion; and that spirit of emulation^ 
breathing o'er those embers of nature's 
•' fire, ^\hich the lulling powers of a fkt- 
^ tering fortune had suffered almost to 
^V become cxtiiKt, animated my wishes to 
" become all that I most admired in those 
*' whose illustrious characters mad^ me 
*' feel the inconsequence of rank and 
^' riches, unaccompanied by virtue, ta- 
*« lents, or genius ? My father allowed 
^me a brilliant establishment ; and at my 
« own desire my preceptors were English. 
•' Whik with the younger Sidney I puf- 
*' sued .che liberal studies marked out for 
*' him by his all-intclligent brother, or 
^' practised tbose maiily and fashionable 
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exercises in which the young English 
nobility excel, sir Riilip Sidney was ap- 
*• pointed governor of Flushing by Eliza- 
•^ beth. His departure ahcd a gloom, not 
*' only over his family^ but his country.^ 
" that seemed prophetic : for, after having 
*' signalized himself in a manner so heroi- 
*' cal as awakened even the admiration or 
'* his enemies, at the battle of 2kitphen^ 
" where his third horse was kilkd under 
'* him, he received a mortal wound> of 
'• irfiich he languished twenty-five days, 
** and died in the flower of his age, the 
meridian of his glory. 

After a residence in England of nearfy 
" two years, — a residence prolonged by my 
*' father's wishes^ as France was at that 
"^riod the scene of general warfare and 
*« civil discord, — I returned to Paris in 
^* 1589, anxious to follow in the track of 
** heroism marked out by the illustrious 
" Henry of Navarre, but tied by my family 
** interest to the house of Valois. On the 
•* side of the king of Navarre I dared w^^ 
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•^ draw my. sword; against hin> I wouFd not. 
" Almost personally aitached tothisamk-. 
*' bl^ iVioriarthjWorshippingthehqroic vir-» 
*f tues of his character, convinced of the 
*' justice of his claims, and compass ioni^t- 
*^ ing those injuries which the power and 
• hatred of Catherine had so long heape<l 
«' on T^im, l.had no alternative but to; be 
•' an inactive spectator of his unremitted 
** sufferings ; or to fly in the face of my 
«' father and my king^ and join the §taiKl- 
*' ard' of the persecuted; but- evei* ' n>9^a* 
^' iiimaus H^ni^y. • ' ' / ' ■* • 

*' It was not tillthe two kings embr^G^d 
'^ oil the pfein' of Tours, that I had the 
" happiness of judging from actual obser- 
f^ vaiion, of the illustrious virtues of that 
''^character, which even the exaggerater 
** Fame had but faintly blazoned. Shortly 
"after Henry III. was murdered; and 
" niy father was among the first bf the 
" nobility who acknowledged' Henry IV. 
♦' as the lawful sovereign of France, and 
*' attached themselves to his service. Hum- 
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'^ bJy follawing in that- luminous :p^,t!x. 
*' o'er which the splen<Ji4 achievements qf . 
** the king shed their glorious rays, from 
"thMrnoin^t I have revolved round tha. 
" monareh 03 a; cynosure pf valouj^ hy,. 
'* whose beanis l.nniigh|t hopdo^hine v^ith . 
*' reflected light, I have fought benearfi , 
" his eye, in all those engagements .which . 
•^ the obstinacy of faction has multiplied. 
*'. almost beyond calculation ; apd that . I 
•V have been publickly distinguishsrf by his.. 
•Minmerited oock^, is a circumst^ince Ics&i 
^"grateful to my- feelings and my b^arr,^. 
*' than that I have been honoured by his 
*' private attentioo and personal regards. 
*^ But while I thus weary your patience, 
" my indulgent auditress, by a tale $0;di-., 
** vested of interest, let me hasten to that-. 
"-period whose ^Iden aspect shines re- > 
'^-splendent o'er the subject hour$ of time,.: 
*' and lives eternal in the recqirds of the . 
"heart; that sweet period in: which I felt.. 
'*a new sense of ea^istence steal o'er jny.. 
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•'• awakening senses, in which I first l)c* 
^ held Imogen of Montmorcli. 

•* A love of arms has" been the unaliena- 
'* ble inheritance of a Montargis, since 
** first in the fields of Palestine they re- 
•* ceived the honour of knighthood from 
*' Sr, Lours. Deep versed in the achiev- 
" ments of the heroes gf France, from 
•' the prowess of Charlemagne to the he- 
♦' roic deeds of Henry IV., I burned td 
*' draw 'my sword with emulating vigour, 
''' and to gather those laurels in my youth, 
** oti which the brow of age could repose 
•*" in the proud consciousness of self-appro* 
" bat ion. But circumstances, already 
" enumerated, prevented my engaging in 
"^ the civil wars of France ; and the in- 
" testine discords which agitated Italy, and 
•' which wei-e rather the struggling efforts 
•' of banditti for the supremacy of slaugh- 
•' ter and rapine, offered no colour of ex- 
•• cuse to a man of honour to join in 
*• them : besides, my ardent passion for 
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•* arms was tempered bya sentiment >hich 
** had been the object of early reflectioHi^ 
" strengthened into principle, that he who 
'^ draws an offensive sword, who cndea- 
" vours to purchase fame by the wanton 
*' destruction of his species, even though 
^' success sheds her roses o'er the bloody 
*' track of his deathful career, and the 
'* wreach of conquest blushes round his 
*^ victor brow, is but an assassUt^ Let the 
*• sword of the valiant leap from its scab*.- 
^ bard, in the cause of oppression .; let it 
**deal destruction! tO; tfeo&e who would* 
*^ violate the liberty of their countr^^,, in- 
*•• fringe upon the sanctity of itss law%. who* 
•* would aini a blow at the life of a wise 
•* and virtuous sovereign^ ob impiously' 
^ dare to profane the sacr^d^ the imnnuta- 
^ ble, rights^of mankind:, but let k repose 
*' fou cveri witfe the spirit of unawakened 
'-^ vengeance^ in? honourable peace,, rathec 
'^th^n stain its polished surface with the 
"blood of the invalid^the enslaved, or u^;^ 
" Kesisting^f * 



f7&^ 'mt: lyaVTCi of 

A*b^i^erglaw> burnt* ion the cheek of 
the bayon as be spoke, the animatviion of 
his eyes kindled into radiance, aud* the 
tones of his voice rose beyond their ordi- 
nary round and harmonious pitch : then 
after a pause, while the kindling counter 
nince of Imog^en reflected back thcr fire, of 
his own, and her half-moving lipS) seemed 
toarticulatfe those sentiments which her 
heart so truly, so sympathetically echoed; 
he added, modestly casting down his. qrcs : 

'*" Some littleopposition of ^ntiment and 
*' conduct brought on the dis;plej^ure of the 
^*^ //?f« reigning king,* and die strongest' 
•^ disapprobation of my father, X was senr,- 
" a willingexile, to the chatieau de Montar- 
** gis. Fleetand pleasant were the hours of 
*« my unbroken solitude $ the s^oft recolleo- 
*' tions of the heart gave tne back those ob- 
^•'jects so beloved in childhood; and awak- 
*' cned a lingering thrill' of those transports 
** which usher in the gbldea dawii of -life; 
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** Music and poetry again received <my 
*^ homage; nor did their .blandishments 
•t alone occupy niy time and thoughts^ 
*' No baron in the south of France ^boasted 
Ma- more numerous vassalage than my fa- 
'i then brought lup and educated amongst 
* •* they oang serfs of the extensive domain 
** of Montargis, frequently the participai- 
'^ tor oF their rural sports, and their cpm- 
*^ petitor in rural games, I had acquired 
" an interest in their hearts, which neither 
'^my rank nor fortune could have en- 
H 4owed me with. France boasted iiiot a 
^ bolder or more vigorous race of pea- 
^-^ santry. The chain which feudal immu- 
** nity vested in the hands of power sac 
** li^tly o'er them; and the spirited ar*. 
*^ dour even of conaparative independence 
•'warmed their minds, and mingled its 
v**'spiirit with that true provincial hH^rity 
'*♦ which thctp -skies for ;evcr iWue, their 
*' gales for ever genial, inapire. 

>" I always delightediin th^t antique pu- 
•3^'rity of iriorals, that-&tili#r«tained ch^vf^- 
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** tcr of ancient manners, and that still- 
^ cherished taste for ' poesy and song, 
«• which from its first colorrizatien distin^ 
•• gmshedPravetice; and I now delighted 
** in embodying those of its animated' and 
^ hardy youths, whom at a future day I 
** should claim as.myovvn immediate sub- 
^ jects, ictaa little military phalanx, naorc- 
*' precious? to my lieart tham that o£ Alex- 
•* andcr's, all invincibte as it was, could" 
•* have been to hi&:: for every artery of 
^ tiiat heart i»wdled with a> kMd o£ coUa^ 
** teral aflfection for those, who would as 
** willingly have sacrificed riaeir lives for 
** me, as I would have laid down mine for- 
•• them% Well skilled in the theory of 
f* tactics and use of arms^ though- little 
** versed in the- practice, my own unwea-^ 
^ ried endeavdtn's, and the assistance of 
•• seme- veteran officers^ belonging to the 
♦•garrison of Avignoi^ sooa tendered my 
« little army one of the best disciplined^ 
*' in the realm. The- vigour of constitu- 
^ tion^ the ardour of youth^. the spirited 
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*• rivacity of their province, all conduced 
^ to perfect them into dauntless and able 
^ soldiers. 

" Accustomed altematel/ to wield the 
^ instiuments of war or the implements of 
^ agriculture, they were now enabled to 
^f defend the iklds they cultivated; and^ 
•* proud of theiv newly acquired preroga-* 
^ ti ve,. laid down dic)searnafi they wielded 
*' during the wintel^ season, and resumed 
^ the cutting- kiufe of the sumn^F vin*- 
^ tage. When time and the foiid solici*. 
. ^ tations of nature restored me to my fe- 
V ther*s heart,. I hastened to Parii^ and 
^ continued in^the new king's army,* hur- 
^ ried oaby the perpetual vicissitudes of 
** civil war, alnoost forgetful of my little 
<* provincial: forces : when the discomfit 
^ ture of hU maj^ty before the walls of ' 
** Rouenne, and his doubtful hopes of 
^ success before those of Neufchatel, called 
«* for the most vigorous exertions on the 
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'*^ part of his adherents. Several of th*' 
«* nobility had flown to their castles, armed 
'* their vassals, and returned to the field 
** with these hastily enibodicd and ilUorga- 
**nized troops,* who had only animal 
*' courage to supply the deficiency of mii 
*^ litary skill. It was then the recollec- 
«* tion of ray corps de festrve started to rojr 
*' mlml ; and ia the same n?icn>eht thcy^ 
^* wcrre offered and accepted by the king. 
"The difficulties however I had to en- 
^' counter were such, as those noblemen 
'» who had brought their auxiliary troopy 
*^ to the royal camp were not exposed to. 
'"I had to lead a considerable ijody 
^< from the most southern to almost the 
^* most northern part of Fran^e^ a«d 
'♦through those provinces thi<}kly scat- 
*' tered over with the enem * s forces: but 



. • In the roemoir» of the Dufce -de Sully, we find 
that faithful minister more than once flying from the 
royal camp to the chateau de Rosni, and returning to 
the king with men and profMons* 
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** to the advei^urous mmd of youtb> each 
*' obstacle is but a resistless luretaha?:afd- 
*^ ous cnterprize.^ 

"The king, with fatherly isolicitude, 
"warn^ me of the perils that hung on 
"the imdertaking; but his tender anxiety, 
" whicb buried the interest of the sovereign 
"in the safety of the subject, only acted* 
" as a stimulus to my intentionL»* Dis-» 
'" guised in the habit of a Provencal min- 
'" strel wh0m 1 had brought with me to 
'" the camp, mounted on his gaudily ca- 
"parisoned horsfi with my harp andpro-^ 
" fessional badge before me, I. left the 

♦During the civil Vv^airs of France this romantic 
masquerading in perilous exvgoncies was* by no means 
unfroqueiit; and the chivalrous entbueiti^m of the 
• tiiueS'hadcdmmunicatedit&'peculkrities not only to 
the military spirit, but eve« to the aa^orous passion, gf 
the di^y. Thus we find Henry the Great disguised 
as a peasant, bending beneath a heavy burden, pass-» 
ing through the heart of the enemy's army, to visft 
Bi»^'beautirul nu&trese, Gabrielle D'Ei^creas, at hes faw 
tber ili€ lorddeCoure/i castoifvPJoaiJdyw ^ 
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*' walls of Neufchatei on the day that hk 
*' majesty withdrew his army. ,The native 
** romance of my character, the novelty 
*» of my adventure, the sanguine gtow of 
<' expectation, and the flushing hopes of 
*' success, swelled my heart with pleasure^ 
*' and animated the spirit of entcrprize 
*' almost beyond the bound of temerity^ 
*^ Not content with passing iii safety along 
^ the skirts, of the enemy's camp during 
«* my first day's journey, I detei:mined on 
<^the second to follow the example oi 
*f AlfjEed> and, under cover of my min- 
^ streky, pkinge into the heaut of the 
'* Leaguers' army, become master of their 
•*^ intentions,, the strength of their forces, 
<* and, rich in the spoils of my ingenuity,. 
^^ return to the king before I proceeded to 
" Provence, But no& to weary thee, sweet 
** lady, with, the toiterihg details oiegotisnii. 
** suffice it to say, that having entered the 
*• camp, beea loaded with the caresses of 
^ the soldiery, and even introduced to the 
*' tent of thc^ heroic prince of Parma^ and. 
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*' the duke dc Mayenne, I was discovered 
*' by an officer of the royal army wha 
*' had lately gone over to the League ; 
*' and,, according to the inviolable laws of 
*' war, I was condemned to expiate my 
^' imprudence by my life. One alterna* 
•* tive only was left me, to unite myself 
f' and my interests to those of the League. 
<^ To you I need not say, I was pre- 
*' pared to die: but the policy of the 
*' League gave deliberation to all their 
** measures, and, instead of being led to in- 
^ stant death, I was conveyed to the castle 
« of N , a sttt)ng hold of the League, 

** and strictly guarded. The only induU 
** gencc allowed me was my harp. Tor* 
^* cured by the insupportable agonies of 
•' that suspence which my doubtful fate 
'♦ awakened, torn by the cruel supposition 
**ofmy fiither*s sufferings for my loss, 
" pressed to the earth by that profound 
** disappointment which hung on the death 
** of my sanguine hopes, and weary of a 
^ confinement which no friendly visitatioa 






184' THE NOVICE OF 

^' enlivened, no social intercourse anaused, 
•^ in the strains of my favorite and.national 
'* instrument I strove to lull the sad per- - 
''turbitions of my mind, the cruel disap- 
«* pointment of my hop^s. It was on the 
** last evening of my first monrh's confine- 
^«^ent that, seating myself at the grates 
'^ of my prison casement, I drew my harp 
towards me, and, sunk by the oppres- 
sive conviction that, while my country 
**and my king called for niy exertions, 
'« while my heart throbbed with ardoHf*. 
'* while every herve thrilled with irritation,-^ 
*'.I was wasting life. away in the confi|>ca 
*^ of a prison, with nphope of release bwt 
''what a threatened death held out, I 
*' struck a few low chords;, aiid i|>«?r|pi|r^v 
** out theplaintivesor^net of Ta^sOi written*' 
'* during his long and unjust intiprison- 
** ment, and which so Srimply, so affect-^ 
*' ingly, depicts the sorraws of bis heart* 

" Tu che vai in Phido 

" Ivi pende raia citra ad uii cipressd 

** Salutala in mio home e dille poi 

" Chio son dagli anni e da foituna oppress o." 
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'«<-Tcars, such as those which Haply ia 
"the bitterrt^ss of his heart' fdl from the 
*^< -ey 03 of the I talian : bard as he indited 
**'the*c lines/ fell on the chords of my 
** h^rp as I suogthem; and^ vanquished 
*^ by the hopeltss influence of despon- 
*^ dency, my h^hds fell from the instru- 
** ment, the air died on my lips. At that 
** moment a voipe withouC the grate took 
*' up the unfinished air, and answered to 
** my plaints ih the well-knowri dialect of 
*^ A^y native province. If my recollection 
'* assists i!x^e^ right, thi sonnet ran thus : 

*^^ I;*^ t not h<)pe feSpire in the heart of 
'^ the Valian^t. Whit suffering is support- 
" able, if that which aris^ from; our virtue 
" and our courage i$ notto be- enidured ?' 
** x\fon{argis is. in the hands of his enc- 
'• mies ; . but a * power higher than they 
^^ possess hovers round him vWth thewingst 
'* of safety. Sweet aaid omnipotent is its 
" influence ; it shall rescue him from dan- 
" ger, and plunge him into a slavery more 
'^ precious thaa freedom, whose fetters zk^ 
''^ro^esj whosc- 
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The baron suddenly stopt;thcii czsV 
ing down his eyes, added : *' But the rest 
«' of this wild and mysterious strata has 
** escaped recollection • Suffice it to say, 
** that while I hung in amazement on the 
f sound it suddenly ceased. When hope 
** illumines her lamp in the cell of cap- 
^' tivity, the dungeon's noxious vapour 
** and chilling gloom evaporate, and the 
" captive revels in the sweet anticipation 
'* of ideal liberty ; despair flies his heart, 
'*and smiling expectation smooths the 
*• pensive fiirrow of his care-knit brow. 
•* From the moment I heard those strains 
'^ of native melody, wliich embodied the 
•^belief of a speedy emancipation, I be- 
^* came insensible to the shackles of my 
** froward destiny. Mysterious as were 
*' the sentiments of the i^ong, they lured 
*' back hope to my sinking heart ; and in 
'* a variety of wild surmises, vague expec- 
*' tations, and flattering thoughts, passed 
^* away a night despair no longer rendered 
'* *vakefuL The impatient weariness of 
'^suspcncc hung hcivWY oti Avt V^^tv^ 
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** hours of the succeeding day, and my 
<* heart welcomed irt the pensive approach 
^' of evening with a throb of rapture long 
^ unknown to its languid pulsation. Again 
I seated myself at the casement, struck 
a few chords oil my harp, and accom- 
panied a provincial air with my voice. 
^* I paused in all the anxiety of intense 
f' expectation^ but no note of sympathy 
f echoed back the strain. My heart 
** trembled o'er the wreck of my hopes. 
Again I played ; again I paused, but 
paused in vain : and despair and disap*> 
** pointment rose over the ruin of my 
^* treacherous expectations : and yet, ere 
^ the first feint b^am of morning played 
*' through the grating of my prison-win- 
'• dow, free as the fragrant air I breathed^ 
*^ I found myself a league from the town 

«« of N • It seemed the work of 

*' magic, and conviction almost refused 
*' its suffrage to the testimony of the 
*♦ senses/' 

*' And by what extraordinary means,. 
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'* my lord/* interrupted Irftogcn, \vith a 
.look and accent of intense curiosity, *« did 
/' you so suddenly regain your freedom ?** 

The rich colouriiig of the baron's cheek 
.flushed, to the deepest tints of crimson. 
** Pardon me;/' said he iti a voice of hesi- 
.tation: *' over the mystery of my crtian- 
/'-cipation suiFer the finger of silence to 
*' weenie her impenetrable veil : 'tis honour 
*^ that com n?.ands^ gratitude that imposes 
.^*it; and dt'Iicncy forbids that revelation 
,/* pride might triumph to effect." The 
Jbaron paused and sighed ; Imogen ca>ight 
the warm infection of his blush, sighed 
•back his sigh,, and pursued his downcast 
'eye with. a glance in which no common 
.curiosity, no moderate int^re^t, shone; 
,theii hastily withdrawing her alUdemand- 
ing gaze from the uplifted eye -of the baron, 
fiJie bowed her head, and he continued : 
;«* During the tedious "5bree toonths .which 
** in desponding inactivity I passed in the 
** limit's of my prison's cell, the^posing 
.** armies of France^ led by thf ir reispective 
^^ibravc and noble chiefs, had undergone 
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*» a series of warlike vicissitudes, which, 
*** perplexed and confused, mocked the 
^''f power of accurate delineation to record. 
*^ To the sieges of Rouen and Neufchatel 
*' succeeded several splendid victories gain- 
ed by the king over the Leaguers, who 
owed their fiaal preservation to that 
*<* wonderful retreat of their general the 
'*' duke of Parma, which fame shall trum- 
•*' pet to admiring ages till her last blast 
*' shall die into eternity. It was during that 
period of awful suspense that the two 
armies lay scattered along the shores of 
the Seine ; that of the king lulled ^ into 
proud but delusive security by recent 
** success, that of the league on the eager 
**' watch to seize some golden opportunity 
^' of redressing their losses and escaping 
'" the vigilance of the watchful conqueror; 
^y that the duke of Parma, at the head of 
«* hi$ forces, in the space of one short 
^^•iil||ht, crossed the rapid Seine over a 
'** slight and precarious bridge of boats ; 
*'attd le this ast-oaidhifig -stratagem the 
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•* illus^trious^ hero owed the preservation of 
** hii glory, and, what nkist have been 
^ dearer to the heart of the man, the 
«' safety and lives of the forces he conv- 
" manded. 

*^ The following morning presented to 
<*the astonished gaze of the self-wrapt 
*' royalists a scene thai: appeared almost 
V under the influence of magical operation; 

a desolated plain, where a few hours before 

a splendid armament spread its numerous 
♦' and gaudy multitude, now ap(>eared to 
'' their eye unmarked even by a single trace 
*♦ of that pompous retinueof war, the splen- 
** did panoply of military establishment, 
*' which in the sunbeam of the preceding 
*» evening glittered to their eyes, or of the 
** busy bustling murmur of a camp's unbri- 
** died licence, which the stillness of the 

midnight breeze had wafted to their ears. 
An action so congenial to the spirit 
•^ of the king, even though performe|||by^aa 
" enemy, called forth in his generous heart 
« the liveliest sympathy of admiration j 
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'* and the successful stratagem of his rival, 
" far from depressing his spirits, only 
*' served as a stimulus to an exertion of 
*' corresponding heroism. H^ instantly 
*' assembled a council of war, and pro- 
^* posed the immediate pursuit of the 
'' enemy over the narrow pass of thepont de 
^' PArch. But the council of Henry, like 
*' his army, was composed of those whose 
*' views, interests, religions, and princi- 
'*>ples, were equally opposed, and ever 
kept alive a mutual distrust and differ- 
ence of opinion with respect to mea- 
*' sures, which frequently frustrated the 
«' best. designed projects of their king, 

** In the instance of this proposal only, 
*' however, the crude contrarieties of faction 
^' seemed to blend into one united mass 
^' of opposition against the bold and poli* 
** tic measure proposed by their king. The 
" heart of Henry received a profounl 
*' wound by this opposition ; but the vault- 
" ing hopes of his magna>iimous emulation 
*' were forced to swim with the torrent of 
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" popular opinion ; and that )rcar's 'Caiw- 
paign being coiKluded, he resolved to 
turn the, opinion of his council to some 
" account, by granting a truce to the 
harassing fetigue^ ef war, and giving 
that pcpose to his troops that would 
*' cheer and invigorate them for future 
*' kcticm* With that lavish generosity, 
•' which his liberal natxire so frequently 
*« suftersi:o degenerate into ah imprudenee 
''by which be is ever a strfFerer, he dmm- 
'* buted all thc-maoney he possessed anaong 
*^ his soldiers^ and permitted the officers to 
•' return^ to their respective hofnea^ untfl 
•' the urgency of the times should again 
•' call on their exertions. Then, deter- 
«* mining to sei^ze onthistemporary eman- 
" cipation from the blood-stained shackles 
^'of war, and convert it into an sera of 
"blissful enjoyment, the king resigned 
<* himself to another species of bondage; 
** whose chains are of roses> but of roses 
^' not always thomless • The royal Henry^ 
•rever alive.to the allurements of pleasiu^ 
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** when the claims of duty did iiot oppose 
** her witchcraft spell, was at this period 
** in the first stage of that passion which 
^' the beautiful Gabrielle d'Estrees itill 
" keeps alive in his usually inconstant 
" heart. His nvind, harassed by the weary- 
*' ing oppositioiis of faction, the change- 
** ful anxiety of war's vicissitudes, sought 
«' a solace in those rich blisses love alqnc 
" bestows ; and, accompanied by a few 
'* chosen friendis, he set out for Picardy,* 
*' the residence of his mistress, to gratify 
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* Henry the Fourth, when in pursuit of the prince 
of Parma, stole away from the army, and went to 
visit, for the first time, the beautiful Gabrielle at 
Couvres. He contented himself with eating bread 
and butter at tlie gate, that he might not raise any 
su'^picions in her father : afterwards, mounting his 
horse, he said he was going towards the enemy, and 
the fair one should see what deeds he would perfona 
through his passion for her. 

See Pere Mtithieu, vol. ii. p; 59. 

M-ademoiselle d*Esirees, the most beautiful woman 
of the age she lived in, was daughter to Antoint 
d'Estrces, lord of Couvres, of the most ancient f;v- 
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•' the longings of hrs enamoured heart. 
5* Such wajs the situation of affairs, when I 

^^ fled from the prison of N . Instead 

'^ o*, going to Picardy., where my father 
*' held the government of a town, and the 
*' king then resided, I determined to con- 
" tinue the route, and prosecute xhe in^ 
*' tention which first led me from the 
^' camp. 

^' 3*0 ,thee I will confess that the expc- 
*' rienced disappointment of my romantic 
** views had not yet dried up the source 
*' of enthusiasm from whence they sprung^ 
^* that I was still enamoured of a project 
*' which had for it^ object the service of 
^' my king; and that 1 felt myself bound 
'Vto realize a voluntary offer made with a 
*' confident certainty of performance, even 
*' at a risk imminent as that 1 had already 
■•" ' — 

mily in Picardy. She was forced by her father to 
marry Nicholas d'Amerval, lord of Liancoiirt, but 
afterwards continued to live publicly as the king's 
mistress till her death. 
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•* encountered. I determined therefore to 
proceed to Provence,, embody thore my 
little phalanx,^ and march to Picardy 
to join the king, who it wa^ alrehdy 
♦* rumoured intended to reassemble his 
'* forces in that province, where he had as 
'* yet only shewn himself in the lists of 
^ love* The only pang to which my heart 
'^ was alive, at that moment of sanguine 
"expectation, was that awakened by the 
'* recollection of my father, who was still 
'^ uncertain of the fate of his onl^y son.;, 
"while I was equally uncertain whether 
*^my adventure and imprisonment had 
** reached his- ears ; but I preferred pro- 
longing hisanxiety a little to disappoint- 
ing his- hopes. / 
** The sun had not imbued the horizon 
** with his golden waves when 1 found 
*' myself a league and a half from the 

*^ town of N . Here, ascending an 

" eminence, I paused, and turned my eyes 
'^ towards the lofty turrets of my late prU 
**' son, . which, bearing their dark grey 
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•' heads above the morning mists, rose on 
•' my gaze, like the gloomy . visions of 
•' my departed sufferings. All I had cn- 
" dured there rushed across my mind in 
•^ comparative force with the feelings and 
♦' situation of the present moment. Oh, my 
" sweet friend 1 liberty, like health, must 
**^ be lost or suspended ere its blessings can 
•* be truly estimated. He who has ne'er in- 
•' haled the dungeon's poisonous vapour ; 
*' who has ne'er thrown his dim and hope- 
" less glance o'er the viewless space of its 
" dark and narrow limits ; who has ne'er 
** hung upon the joyless stillness of its 
** awful silence, to catch one wishcd'^for 
" human sound ; or cast an eager longing 
*' look through the grated loop-hole of his 
•♦ cell, to catch one beam of long excluded 
•' light, feels not, conceives not, how much 
*' on the enjoyment of natural and ra- 
'* tional liberty rests the primary source 
•* of all human felicity ; and that each re- 
'* turning day, which gives the light of 
*^ heaven to his eye, the breath of nature 
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^^ to his senses/ the power of renovated 
" and unrestricted motion^ to his frame 
(blessings insensibly, unthankfully en- 
joyed), renews that covenant by which,. 
^* in the first monient of existence, Gad'^ 
*^ endowed his- creatures with a natural 
source of happiness* and enjoyment. A^ 
I turned my eyes from the gloomy aspect 
of my prison's awful turrets, and looked 
"round on the sweet and sublime scene 
** that even to infinity spread before my 
delighted gaze ; when the dew of heavea 
shed its refreshing tears on my aching 
** head ; when the sun's kindling glories 
*• flung their cheering rays around me, 
" and the morning's vigorous fragrant 
** breeze breathed health and spirit o'er 
my senses ; when all I felt, and all I be- 
held, partook of the perfection, the har- 
mony, the love of Him by whom they 
'* were created ; even in that moment of 
sublimated feelings 1 struck a few chords 
on my harp, still the.companion of mjr 
"wanderings, and felt as if inspiration ^ 
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•'descended round me from heaven. I 

*' knelt and played, with emotions such as 

'' the royal prophet felt when religious 

^* enthusiasm awoke his harp's inspired 

''-strains ; while the tear of rapture and of 

*' gratitude dried on my burning cheek. 

''Yes, lady, 'tis to thee I will confess 

y M hat the world would deride as romantic 

'* weakness ; to thee confess, that a sol- 

"^ dier's often blood-stained cheek blushed 

" not to receive the tear religious grati- 

" tude had extracted ; for it is for a mind 

<• like thine only to feel those pure, those 

''sublime emotions which rarefy and sub- 

~ " limate the soul of m^n to an essence of 

" heaven itself/* 

" Oh !'* exclaimed Imogen, while her 
half-raised eye floated in rears of sympathy, 
" to few are given such refined capabilities 
*' of feeling ; to ^hose only whom heaven 
*' creates symbolic of its own perfection,. 
'* connecting, by an intermediate degree 
«' of excellence, the Almighty to his crea-» 
'' tures, man to God !*' 
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The soul-beaming eyes of the baroa 
pursued the kindling aninmation, the in- 
creasing tenderness, of Imogen's looks y 
and after a pause,, such as the heart and 
imagination love to prolongi yet which 
covered the cheek of Imogen with blushes^ 
and communicated a soft, and indeiSnable 
agitation to the air and countenance of the 
baron, he replied: "If the rapture such 
*** feelings awaken can admit of an extra- 
*' neous increase, it is bestowed by the 
** sweet consciousness that those refined 
** powers of emotion and thought are not 
'* a solitary undivided bliss, but, like every 
** other joy of the soul,Tise in the scale of 
** rapture in proportion as it is participated. 
" Oh God ! who that has a- heart to feci 
" has not, kit the vast difference that lies 
" between the enjoyment which wakes into 
*^ solitary existence, and dies aa it lives, 
^ and that thrilling transport which steals 
** its birth frorri the glowing, the refined 
'* communication of two kindred souls i 
** Then, Imogen, tvhen even the moit 

^ 5- 
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•^ elevated power of language- refuses its 
•* expression to the vivid, the heart-dis-. 
^ solving feelings, then, my sweet friend ! 
*' when the eye's soulrsent glance, the 
•'cheek's vital blush, the sigh's rapturous 
** heave, and even (seizing her hand) the 
•'pulse's kindred throb, perpetuate the 
«' silent communion, such as the ignorant 
•' and unfeeling suppose disembodied spirits 

•* only hold " The baron paused : the 

hand he held trembled in his ardent 
grasp ; the melting look his eye pui^ed 
shrunk beneath the expression of his 
burning glance; the heart to which he 
appealed: throbbed with soft but obvious 
violence. " Imogen! oh Imogen!" he 
added, raising her hand to his lips, f' suffer 
*» me even now to believe we illustrate 
•^ the sweetest truth the heart ever sub* 
" scribed to ; for now, oh sure, we feel 
« together V* 

It was not till after a silence, a^ danger- 
ous silence, of some minutes, thar Imogen 
released^ hand that blushed with the warm 
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impression of the baron^ lipj tnd, with a 
faint smile and tremulous accent, demaiKi^ 
ed if he believed ihe iiitefes^t his story* 
had awakened in her bosom did not^uiFef 
from this long interruption ? The baron; 
starting as from a dream ^* that wrapt hirft 
*^ in Elysium/' endeavoured to collect his^ 
scattered thoughts, and reagsumed his de- 
tail : '" I continued my solitary way with" 
•* a rapid and silent step, paasirtg at in-^ 
•* tervals to catch the fancied sound of 
^* pursuit, jrnd then hurrying on towards 
'^ a small ' town on the frontiers of €ham^ 
'♦ pagne, wMch I intended to make the 
'• goal of that day's journey* This I' 
'♦reached in s^ftty before' sunset. Here 
'* I purchased a heri^e With' what money !• 
•• had left, and wrote to my father.*' Ke^ 
•♦freshed by the first night's' sweet and 
5* undisturbed slumber I had long enjoyed*' 
" (while fancy i^ill gave to my car-'tiic ac- 
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'' customed foot-fall of my guard), I arose 
*' before dawn ; and mounting my new- 
*' purchased steed, and slinging my harp 
" behind me, I proceeded on my journey 
*' with renovated strength and spirits. The 
^' day was mild and beautiful, and 1 was 
*' met by several groups of peasants, who 
*.* demanded specimens of my tiineful arr^ 
''and endeavoured, by many hospitable 
«' offers, to lure me to their humble dwel- 
" lings ; while they lamented the decay of 
'' my profession, which was fast falling 
" into disrepute. The flight of this day I 
*• passed in the cottage of a wood-cutter, 
*' whose roof resounded to the echo of that 
f * merriment and festivity my harp awaken- 
** ed^; while his numerous and charming 
" family overwhelmed me with gratitude 
'* and caresses for the amusement I af- 
•'forded them. When wearied with 
•* dancing, they crowded round ncie, and 
•' demanded the tale of other times; and 
•' their eager, their expressive countc- 
*• nances glowed as they listened to the 
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♦' feats of genii and fa.irii, of giants and 
*' warriors ; the young clinging to me in 
** all the energy of unsubdued feeling and 
'* animated curiosity, the old listening in' 
'* sober and undivided attention. Never 
•' did I feel more strongly how much 
** sweeter* it is to give than to receive 
pleasure f never did I triumph more in 
the possession of my little talents than in 
'* that moment, when I felt conscious that 
•* it was to their influence alone I owed 
" the admiration, the respect, the wel- 
" come, that shone in every coijntenance. 
*' The smiles I awakened were not the 
^ sycophantic leer of interest paid, to for- 
^' tune ; the embrace I received was not 
** the pressure of servility allured by rank, 
** Oh ! the vast pleasure in being laved, in 
*^ being respected for one*s self alone !'* 
The baron fixed his impassioned glance 
on Imogen's face, and read in the expres- 
sion of her eloquent countenance the cor- 
responding sentiments of her full heart; 
then with a long-drawn sigh continued 2 
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" Pleased' with my adventure; I courted' 
** a similar fete the following night, and 
** again became the nocturnal guest of a' 
*^ peasant's dwelling; and the novel tywhich^ 
*♦ an intercourse with these children of na-r 
" tur« possessed shed an extraneous charm 
** over the pleasure such an intercourse 
^ awakened. The sphere of my (hitherto* 
** limited} aiFections extended to receive 
^^ the sentiments these my* lowly brethren^ 
*^ excited ; and I felt the natural affinity 
*' as strong which united me to the poor 
*^and lowly as when it bound me only t&' 
•* my equals; convinced that virtue and' 
** genius are the only natural distinctions 
^ whkh raise man above his fellows. I^ 
«' was on the evening of my third day'*- 
^journey that I found my musing mind 
^ had led me some leagues^ from^ my da--- 
•* tined route ; and that, instead of pur* 
«c suing my way to- the southera skirts of 
^Champ^ne^ I had takea the road to 
^ the central part of the province^ ovep 
V which sevo;^' marauding j^rM^ of; the 
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*^ enemy ^5 troops were scattered. The 
*' sun. had already withdrawn his last 
*' beams from the summits of the highest 
*^ trees of a forest which ky to the east, 
•* when, from an opening in that part of 
*^ the road which flanked a hill near whose 
^* brow I rode, I perceived a nunnerous 
«' patfole crossing the path I was about to 
*' take. Sensible of my danger, I turned 
** my horse's head, doubled the angle of 
•« the hill, and, while 1 fancied the sound 
«' of pursuit every moment met my ear 
" more distinctly, 1 reached the borders 
'* of the* forest. At that instant the deep 
*' red clouds which for some time had 
•^-floatied, like vast meteors, in the at- 
'^ moapfeere, darJkcned into, impenetrable 
♦'gloon*;. theit drawing- tc^ether wich 
^ electric forc^, bursti with ai horrid crasb^ 
'* andr discharged torrents of rain^ while 
'* the thunder's diattani^ growli. gradually 
'* deepened into pcals^ that itemed to shake 
*' the foundation of the earth, and the 

^ gloom oC imp^mtf aiUe d^tis^^ w» ac 
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^' intervals made visible by streams of Jiv-^ 
^ ing fire. Scared by aflasTi of lightning,, 
my wird and ill-rrained steed plunged 
madly on, and/before t could check his? 
".headlong course, I found myself in the 
^' centre of the forest. Here I alighted, 
threw my horse's bridle over a withered 
stump, and, covering my little harp with 
my mantle, proceeded to the shelter the 
** wide-spreading branches of a tree af- 
^' forded ; when the animal, frightened by 
" some electric fire that sunk into the 
^ earth at his feet, snapt his bridle, and 
"^ fled with a velocity that mocked the 
** hope of pursuit. 

*• While labouring under the unpleasant 
*' sensations such an accident and such a 
«« situation were calculated to awaken. I 
perceived, through the dripping foliage, 
a ray of light the surrounding darkness 
rendered conspicuous. Its dusky hue 
" convinced melt was emitted from some 
'* distant casement ; and, animated by the 
.*' hope of finding an asylam for the night,. 
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" I Struggled through the briars and un- 
'' derwood that opposed my passage ; and, 
** after an hour's painful walk, pursuing 
*^ the trembling beacon that at intervals 
•' wholly 4isappeared, I found myself be- 
*' neath the ramparts of \ vast and ancient 
*' castle. The lights passing and repass- 
**ingin the casements told mc its inha- 
" bitants had not yet retired to rest. This 
" was a golden moment for an adventurous 
*' spirit ; for had not necessity and extreme 
fatigue urged me to entreat admission, 
the genius of romance would have lured 
me to the attempt. Hitherto my talents 
and address had 'only won on the hearts 
*' of benevolent ignorance : I was now to 
^' exert their influence in a higher sphere^ 
** I unmufHed my harp, and, though it 
was something injured by the wet, yet 
1 produced some full vibrations from its 
** chords, and accompanied a pathetic pro- 
'* vincial air with my voice/* 

The colour deepened in the cheek of 
Imogen as her interest every moment in- 
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creased with the baron's detail. Surely;, 
thought she, it was that sweet strain 
which lured mc to the- casen^en^ of liady 
Magddainc's study^ 

The baron continued : *' In a few mi- 
nutes I heard th/e grating of a loop-hole 
over a poatern-gate removed. Thither I 
bent my steps, and struqk up a lively, 
air. In a few minutes I distinguished: 
'* the murmuring of voices ; and, in the 
** pause of my strains, a female accent de— 
** manded who 1 .was, and. what was my 
«* biisine&s ? My answer was couched in- 
*r the usual address of a wandering mi n- 
^ strel. 1 became an earnest- suppliant for 
^* admission^ and with success. 1 was^^ 
«' received in avast Gothic hall by a crowd: 
" of domestics of both sexes, who hailed^ 
'* my appearance with a riotous gaiety that^ 
*^ spoke me a tong-wifthed-for guest. While 
** I tuned my haip, the loquacious intcn- 
«* daiit of the cha^jBau informed me I was- 
^' in the ancient castle of the lady Mag- 
«* delaine de Monunorclli the most- noblc^ 
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*' puissant, learned, and picwis lady in 
*• France, but who possessed w^ithal no 
^ very favourable opinion of tfcfose who 
*' gave themselves up to nairth and pastime. 
*' The apprehensions, however, awakened 
'^ by their lady's aversion to such enjoy- 
^* ments were soon subdued by my harp's 
^* lively tones, and some comic romances 
*^ gleaned from the scattered minstrelsy 
•^ of Provence, with a farandole and other 
*' dances, the gay impulsive propensities 
*' of a French heart, a French foot can 
** never resist. Their mistress's displea- 
•^ sure was no longer remembered ; in a 
•'moment all was motion and hilarity 
*' around me, and my heart throbbed with 
^' corresponding emotions of pleasure. It 
*' was in the midst of thiij gay forgetfulncss 
*' of all restriction that the commandatory 
** message of the lady Magdelaine anni- 
*^ hiiated our thronging joys, and I was 
** shortly after summoned to her presence. 
'* Although I was not personally known 
" to the lady Magdelaine, I waa not igno- 
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rant of her family, her character, Ijer 
political and religious , bigotry. Hcr 
•^ brother I knew had been, one of the 
'•^ staunchest adherents to the League,, 'and 
'* a private animosity as well as a public 
^' difference of opinion had subsisted be- 
•* tween him and my fatheri r t was not^ 
'* therefore, totally divested of apprehen- 
sion wheal appeared at the door of hei? 
palladium r, and while I shunned. the dan- 
ger of her fixed and' penetrating ga-ze, 
'* my incautious glance was .rivettcd on 
eyes where lurked a greater but a 
sweeter peril;, for then I first, beheld 
Imogen, like the beautifully embodied 
spirit of Peace havering o*er the throne 
of Discord. Thy fair arm leaned on the 
** back of the sybil's chair, and on th?i 
*' fair arm reposed a fairer face, shaded by 
" a veil whose dark drapery increased by 
''contrast the snowy lustra of thy comr 
•* plexion,, the beamy radiance of thine 
^ eye. Oh ! it was a sweet picture ; and: 
^ memory, true to its, interesting charms^. 
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has oft restored it to my eye in all its 
'primitive beauty, in all its dangerous 
softness, every feature animated by the 
'*' fire of ^genius, every tint softcntd by 
*' the influence of sensibility, and the 
** bright illuminations of mind irradiating 
"** the countenance of seraph innocence. 
'^' Often, too,, has remembrance .lingered 
^' on that after-moment, when thine eye'.s 
'*'5oft glance first mingled with the ardent 
^' gaze of mine, when my ears received 
'^ those sublime and eloquent sentiments 
''which sunk to my soul, and flattered 
^' me in the fond belief that in thee I had 
" at last found the essence of myself. Oh, 
*' my sweet auditressl a thousand times 
*' since that moment of heart-thrilling 
"emotion, when I have listened to the 
*' stale and hacknied precepts of dogmatic 
" morality, the crude and unimportant 
*' exhortations of religious bigotry, issu- 
" ing from the bold declamatory lips of 
" the popular pulpit orator, which neither 
*' liberalized the mind nor touched the 
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*' heart, haw often have I exclaimed, 
" Why are not all preachers like thfe 
*' novice of St. Dominick, at once the 
*^ example and emblem of the pure and 
** elevated virtue she teaches ? or why is 
** not that se^, whose lips are imbued 
•* with the spirit of persuasion, sent to us 
*' as the sweet missionaries of piety and 
'' virtue ? How irresistible then were the 
'Mures of consummate excellence! 

'* Although my glowing imaginatbn 
*' had often-offered up its homsage to the 
'' charms of woman, my heart as yet re- 
'* mained untouched* Had Imogen been 
♦^ merely beautiful, haply it had remained 
'' so still : had I only beheld her lovely in 
«* her modest silence, as on the night of 
*' my first appearance in the study of lady 
** Magdelaine, the morning would have 
*' witnessed my departure : but it was that 
"morning that a happy circumstance 
*' (shall I call it so ?) betrayed to me her 
•* mind's superior beauty. The spell of 
•' genius, of virtue, was omnipotent ; I 
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^*l3owedto the magic of their influenoc, 
*' aided by the powerful charm of youth 
*' and loveliness, of tenderness and sensi- 

•* bility. There was but one spot for mc 

» 

^' in the creation : that spot was the resi- 

-** dence of Imogen ; and I became a suc- 

-** cessful suppliant to breathe the same air 

*'.she inhaled, to enjoy a teipporary bliss- 

" ful existence beneath the eyes of her 

*' from whom I seemed to receive it. I 

'^'reflected not that it was the son of the 

proud baron de Montargis who lived 

but for the orphan novice ©f St. Domi-- 

nick. No I my idea of love, like every 

*' other I had formed amidst the embower- 

'*' ingshades^ the sweet solitudes of Pro-. 

" vence, partook of that enthusiasm which 

-♦' the world's phlegm calls romance, but 

*' without which there is no love. Oh ! 

*" hadst thou ever felt the eager throbbings 

•* of a heart that long had vainly sought 

*' its kindred heart, the tender lodgings 

^' of a soul that languished for its heaven- 

^^ assorted mate, thy modest incredulity, - 
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*' that now averts thine eye and pales thy 

*' cheek, would not thus start at that excess 

** of passion which arose from the dear con- 

*' viction of having found in thee my long^ 

*' sought better self, assimilating, yet. su- 

" perior to all in my self most valued. The 

*' frail sophisticated daughters of fashion 

*' shrunk in the scale of comparison with 

" Imogen even to the last degree. Their 

vivacity bordering on licentiousness, 

their learning {when possessed) dege- 

*' nerating to pedantry, their wit to slan- 

*^ der, their blandishment to levity, dis- 

*' gusted most when most exerted to de- 

^' light ; while Imogen alone realized the 

*' lovely vision of feminine excellence my 

*' heart and imagination had made the 

" standard of my hopes. Pignity without 

'' pride, simplicity without folly, nature 

'* united to intelligence, sensibility to 

♦^ gaiety, tenderness to wit, and learning 

'* to humility, added to beauty without 

*' vanity, and the graces without affecta- 

" tion, were what my ambitious hopes 
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*« long sought, and found at last in thee. 
" My lady, look not ,^hM$ incredulously 
" on me ,- for tru^t m<^)[., chatter not the 
" frothy nothings of z coxcomb school : 
** it is a soldier's honest unsophisticated 
•* heart that pours the treasure of its con- 
*^ fidence into thine. Was not the faith- 
^* ful homage of that heart attested by the 
*' incongruous conduct it governed ? The 
" flame of glory, that had till then burnt 
** fiercely there, became extinguished, and 
** o'er its dying embers arose love's softer 
" fires. Dead to the calls of my country, 
** the service I had promised, and still 
•* owed my king, the voice of passion only 
^* won my soul's attention. Wrapt in 
^* love's delusive, dream, to gratify the 
" vague and indefinite desires of my heart, 
** I became a houshold drudge, the instru- 
" ment of female whim and female pe- 
*' dantry in its last stage of dotage and 
** folly ; and a smile, a glance, from Imo- 
** gen was the reward of an age of self- 
** denial, of weariness, and disgust. Deep- 
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versea in all the insidious sophistry of 
*' love, my heart perpetuaflly furnished un- 
** answerable arguments to the suggestions 
" of my prudence : it enumerated those he- 
Troes who had subdued theirdesire of glory 
** to gratify the sweeter ambition of van- 
" quishinga render, a sensible heart. Last 
** on the list appeared the cver-.cnamoured 
" Henry: Why, when the flame of glory 
*' burned brightest round him, did he fly 
'* from victory's loud plaudits in the fields 
*' of Contnis, but to lay the colours he 
*' had taken at the feet of the beautiful 
" countess de Guiche, in whose eyes only 
** lie sought his imrnortality ? Why did 
'* he conclude an hasty and imprudent 
*' truce with his crafty enemy, but in his 
«' ardent impatience to enter on a more 
" endearing' treaty - with , the young and 
'« lovely de Tignonviile ? And why, even 
«« now, when almost certain success 
•' lures him to the pursuit of his active 
«« enemy, does he abandon the promised 
•^ conquest, and at the feet of Gabridle 
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** d'Estrces fondly own himself the con- 
** quered ? Yes, said I, be thou, immor- 
" tal hero, in all, as in thy rank, my great 
*' superior ; but in love, though thou art 
** Passion's warmest child, I will get goal 
*< for goal with thee." 

*' My lord, my lord," interrupted Imo- 
gen, blushing, distressed, and yet de- 
lighted, '* you forget that it was an 
" history of your life, not of your sensa- 
" tions, you had entered on ; admitting 
'* such sensations / were ever awakened in 
** your heart by an object, who feels her- 
^' self unworthy, as she is incredulous, of 
** the honour assigned her.'* 

*' I understand you, lady," said the ba- 
ron reproachfully ; '^ the daughter of the 
count dc St. Dorval is weary of listening 
to the progressive influence of that pas* 
sion, Imogen of Montmorell did not 
once disdain to acknowledge she had 
'^inspired. Oh Imogen! do you then 
** forget that evening, which in the re- 
" cords of my memory holds a distmct 
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*' place from the cold account of time, 
** when panting, blushing, in all thy soul- 
*' dissolving modesty, those eyes, in tender 
•• languishment, raised their melting glance 
" to mine ; and when I swore I loved, 
*^ they bade me not despair ? when for the 
*' first and last time, 1 folded thee to an 
" heart, whose every pulse in Iove*s sweet 
" sympathy beat true to thine ?" 

Agitated, overwhelmed with confusion, 
in an accent half impassioned, half re- 
proachfu)^ she tremulously replied : ** No, 
*' my lord, I have not forgot that even- 
/'ing; yet had I learnt the lesson thy 
** example taught m^, I had Jong, long 
^* since, forgot both it and thee." The 
warm tear which wounded affection sent 
to her eye, her pride forbid to stain the in- 
dignant blush that burnton her cheek: it 
swam a prisoner in its circling orbit. In 
the ardent gaze with -which the baron pur- 
sued the fugitive emotions that flitted o'er 
the countenance of Imogen, hirked a tri- 
umph, the suppliant glance oflovecouW 
not w'hoUy subdut. 
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" Imogen/* he said, taking her hand^. 
*' even thy reproach i^ dear to m^, since 
" it betrays that a lingering interest, whose 
" existence I scarcely dared to hope, had 
" survived the intervention of time and 
'* absence. Nor is it the less gracious for 
*' being undeserved ; for no pang of con- 
•' science awakens to its tenderly accusing 
*' sound; my conduct has been the result 
** of necessity^ not of volition, my actions 
*« have been foreign to my heart, but my 
*' heart has ever been true to thee— But to> 
•' resume— 

*' I will confess to thee, sweet lady, that 
'* in pursuing the golden vision of my 
•* fond imagination,. I scarcely had an ob- 
**ject or aim in view. To sec, to hear 
** thee, to catch the timid glance of thine 
** eye, to receive the smile of thy lip, to 
" pursue the varying blush of thy check, 
•* and hang with rapturous delight upon 
V the hope, the enjoyment, or the recol- . 
** lection of those moments, which love 
^ stole for me, and Imogen bk^V\NvCcv\\^^^ 
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" presence j such *as the boundary of 
" my wishes and my thoughts. Life 
*• at that sweet sera was all a blissful 
."dream, with no other alloy to its ima- 
" ginary delights, than the ffar of being 
" awakened excited : but the dream of 
" my heart was at last doomed to destruc- 
" tion ; and when the sweet illusion va- 
" nislicd, I found I tt;is destined to love 
;• without the hope of ever possessing my 
" love's fair object. .My father's ancestral 
" pride, his hatred of the catholic faith. 
'* the ambitious views he had forrned for ' 
' his only son, were the objects which 
'reason, prudence and conviction perpe- 
' tually brought to my mind : while love, 
'in laughing mischief, . coiijurey^^|lgtay|| 
' form of the Novice of St 
nnd those tonnenting spir 
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" circumstance more powerful in its in- 
" fluencelhan either,, that determined mc 
" to a step my heart and senses stiil re- 
"jected. On the morning of my last 
"day's residence at the chateau, the fa- 
" thcr Anselm entered the apartment of 
" lady Magdclainc, where I sac ■writing, 
*' and informed her in Italian, of which he 
" supposed me ignorant^ that the blast of 
" the war-horn echoed almost to the por- 
" tals of the chateau : for ihat the royal ■ 
"army had invested Ejjc-ncTi, a t.»vvn not- 
" two leagues disrant ; th:;t a rom' w^<i 
"spread of the duke of Parma's death, 
" who was the soul of ihe League; and. 
" that the king himself had just come 
'J to the relief of the duke de IJjron.ro 
ISSlt 'om he had gi vcn the command of his 
VH^(^'' How the emotion [his news 
■■ awakened i;i my heart escaped the pc 
'""■"■'•"n oltlic I'Viar, can onfy be 
afion he wa^ 
toil;- 1 W.1S 
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«* himself from the allurements of plea- 
*' sure, the embrace of love, to share the 
*' dangers of the lowest of his subjects ; 
•' and the suffrage which his weakness ac- 
*^ corded to my own no longer existed. I 
must Hy^ said I ; the voice of glory, of 
duty, can be no longer neglected* I 
must break the Circe-like spell which 
holds me in delighted bondage ; and, to 
*« secure the future happiness of Imogen, 
•' must now sacrifice my own. Yes, while 
*' I resigned the destiny of my love to a 
*♦ future day and happier prospects, I dc- 
*^ termined that, as soon as my profes- 
•' sional duties would permit, I would ef- 
♦' feet your escape from the chateau dc 
•' Montmorell, and place you beyond the 
*♦ reach of that living death monastic bi- 
" gotry was preparing for you, by con- 
«' signing you to the care of a female 
*' friend, on whose kindness I knew I had 
*^ an unlimited letter of credit, which gra- 
*' titude for a trifling service endowed me 
*' with. A circumstance which took place 



ST. DOMINICK. 223; 

♦^ in the morning confirmed my intention ;; 
^ Si circumstance which arose from the 
•' Friar's having possessed himself of a poe- 
** tical effusion addressed to the minstrel.'* 
The, baron paused, and withdrew his eyes 
from the blushing face of Imogen. 

y The perusal of chat poem awakened, 
" without confirming, hopes, love too - 
•* eagerly embraced. In all the ardour of 
« new-born transport, in all the lively ad- 
" miration of a genius almost idolized, I 
** flew to seek the enchanting poetess. — 
Imogen, when will my heai:t be weary 
of recurring to that sweet moment,. 
''when my lips first violated the sacred si- 
" lence love even to adoration had till then? 
•* imposed; that moment, when ;one glance* 
from Imogen diffused all the poison of' 
a sweet but dangerous hope into my 
heart? Nay, avert not those eyes,, that; 
" then beamed not thus coldJyon.me; and- 
" forgive diis (to thee) idle repetition:: 
" for when the heart is in its dot^ge^ it: 
y loves ta pause and loiter over the tcndex?/ 

^5. 
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' recollection of its faded joys ; nor spares 

* the patience of its auditor in the reca- 
\ pitulation of its treasured blisses. In 
'the most enrapturing, the richest, sweet- 

* est moment of my existence^ thou may- 
' est remember I was torn from thy pre- 
Vsenceby the jealous fears of the lady 
^ Magdelaine. The envy and vain sus- 

* picion of the friar made* me a prisoner, 
' ere I could unfold to thee the purposes 
^ of my heart, with respect to thy future 

* fate, or reveal my real rank and character. 
^ And yet let me say to thee, sweet lady ! 
' that in all the pride of self.love, per- 
« haps too fastidiously organized, my soul 
' rejoiced in the certainty, that whatever 

* interest I had excited in the inestimable 

* heart of genius, virtue, and sensibility, 
^- 1 owed that precious interest to myself 
' alone, wholly independent of the extrane- 
' ous and dazzling advantages of rank and 
' fortune. That certainly conveyed a more- 

* lively throb of rapture to my heart, than- 
' all that opulence and dignity, ever confer- 
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" red Upon the ambitious mind ofall-ambi-. 
" tious man. My feelings, my affection,. 
*' my pride, my reason, revelled even to. 
" delirium in the transporting conviction ;. 
'* and I almost blessed, while 1 regretted,, 
*' the interruption which^revented a dis-. 
** covery that might eventually have de-. 
'* stroyed my boundless confidence. 

•* Overcome by numbers, after many 
•* vain struggles, I found myself in a re-^ 
'^ mote apartment at the west end of the, 
'< chateau, and heard the door of my pri, 
*' son strongly barred and bolted on the, 
** outside. As the servile crowd who had,' 
'* dragged me thither retired, and when I, 
'* was in some degree recpyered from^ihe. 
"exhausted state my useless and violent^ 
^'exertions had thrown me into, 1 care-^ 
"fully examined the place of my confine- - 
" ment. 

" It was a small and ruinous apartment, , 
" with one grated window, which hu ig 
" over the Aisne. The prospect it com- 
** mended was extensive; the cloudless. 
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'*' light of that beautiful planet, which had 
*« a few minutes before attracted our ad- 
miring gaze, shone with splendour on 
the distant spires af Epernai ; and the ' 
^ watch-fires of the royal camp were dis- 
'* cernible ^t certain distances. What a 
*' prospect to a man, in whose heart the 
' flame of glory was just illumined with 
*' renovated ardour, wha within sight of 
♦* his royal commander and brave fellow- 
" soldiers, found himself a prisoner ta 
'* those who would probably make a merit 
•* of delivering him, on bare suspicion-, to 
" the enemy of his country and his king> 
'• to gratify their own private pique ^ and 
*' thus expose him to danger greater, if 
*» possible, than that he had already es- 
«' caped ! My blood boiled in my veins ; 
*' my heart beat with an emotion very dif- 
•' ferent from that which a short time be- 
** fore had awakened its palpitation : it 
" was not the soft wild thrilling pulse of 
♦• love, but the feverish rapid throb of rage, 
5* disappointment, shame, and indignation. 



cr 



s 

ST, DOMINICK. 227 

^'^ With an effort of Herculean strength^ 
" borrowed from the energizing passions 
'^ of the existing monnent, I wrenched one 
of the bars from its decayed foundation ;: 
and a great part of the framework giv- 
'^ ing way, I found littk difBcuIty in mak- 
*' ing z breach sufficiently wide to escape 
*' by. A height of twenty feet scarcely 
" presented an obstacle to a spirit wound 
♦• up to desperation ; and without the he- 
" sitation of a moment, I plunged into the 
<* weaves beneath, which seemed to swell 
'^ their moon-light bosoms to receive me t 
*' but stunned by my headlong fall, I was 
** borne unresisting for a considerable way* 
" down the stream ; then recovering^ 
•^ strength and presence of mind, I swam 
♦* to the opposite shore, which brought mc 
*' within a league of the camp, which at 
*f day-hrcak I reached, at the moment 
** that the king at the bead of his troops 
«* was engaged with a numerous squadroa 
'* the enemy w^rc attempting to throw 
*^ into the town ^ the defeat of which b^ 
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•* the rayalists prevented the siege being 
*^ raised. I arrived in the heat of despc- 
'•• rate action, and, seizing the arms of a 
^' wounded; soldier, in the confusion of the 
'• engagement got so near the king^ as to 
•* received in my breast.a ball aimed at his ; 
*' for the scarlet ctoakand snowy plun^age- 
'• always rendered him an obvious mark. 
" Bathed in blood, which stflinecj the weti 
drapery of my drenched habit, T fell life- 
less at my sovereign's feet. The king, 
himself, though believing me to^bebut- 
** a private soldier, raised me in his arms;- 
•* andwas consigning me, with the flattering. 
'* epithet of his saviour, to an officer who- 
•^ stood near; him ; when raising my fast 
" closing eyes I perceived that officer was 
<* my father I I sunk in his embrace with- . 
•< out life or. motion. 

" Awakened from my trance by, the 
'< anguish the dressing of my wounds oc- 
*^ casioned, I found myself in the royal 
^ tent, lying on a couch, surrounded by 
«* • surgeons^ and supported by my fathv'^. 
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^' arms^. I could scarcely return his warm 
** and tender embrace, while tears that 
" flowed from his affectionate and paternal ^ 
^* heart feU on my face, and revived my 
^' sinking spirits. When I had swallowed 
" some cordials, and my wounds were 
'* bound up, I attempted to sj>eak, but 
*' the surgeons imposed silence. I found' 
♦♦ I was too weak to allow them ta extract 
the ball, without endangering my life, 
which lay almost within a hair's breadth 
**• of a vital part. I read the mortality of 
"' my wound in the countenance of all 
'• who surrounded me; in the enanguished, ' 
«* the heart-breaking looks of my father^ 
«* I alone traced some gleam of hope; for 
"when death hovers over the. couch of 
'* the child, the parent's heart is the last 
*^ to deny her consolatory illusions. 

*' The ball was at last extracted, and 
•' for three days my life was despaired of, 
" On the evening of the fourth, the gan-* 
*' grene irritation of the wound subsided, 
** though it was s tin painful, even to xaad- 
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" ness ; and for the first time the surgeon* 
'^ pronounced nncout of imminent danger; 
•' but it was not till the expiration of the 
** two succeeding days, I was suffered to 
^* satisfy the tender solicitude, the anxious^ 
♦' curiosity of my father. 1 related to him 
*' in a few words my adventures; and 
•' when I wished to be most concise was 
'* most tedious : over my admission at the 
♦' chateau I loitered with imprudent fond- 
•* ness, and confessed unconsciously what. 
«' I had determined to conceal, that 1 had 
'^ remained there more than a week. My 
*' father, fixing a look of penetration on 
*' my face, asked me my inducement to 
** remain beaeath the roof of one, whose 
^ family had long been at professed va- 
•* riancc with our own, who was bigottcd 
^ in her attachment to the League, and 
*« her hatred to the royalists, and whose 
«* private character and person were as» 
•* disgustful, as her public principles were- 
*' odious J at a period too, when my own 
;^* security^ duty^ and the anxiety of ^ 
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*' father called loudly on me not to waste a 
'* moment in delay ? To these natural 
'^ enquiries I returned an hesitating, 
f^ vague, and equivocal answer; and yet 
^' my father appeared satisfied. He then 
''- informed me, that the king was deeply 
*' impressed with a sense of what he was 
'' pleased to term my gallant conduct, 
*' though he somewhat blamed the impru- 
^^ dence which had led me into the heart 
[ '* of the enemy's camp ; that he had con- 
** ferred on me the title of baron de Mon- 
^^ targis, and given my father letters patent 
** for the dukedom of Beauvilliers. 

^' ' To crown all,' said my father, * he 
*' has laid out for you the most honour- 
'* able alliance in France, by uniting you 
" to the richest protestant heiress in it, 

•* the daughter of the duke de V . 

*' The death of the duke de Parnia, and 
'• the time taken up by the League in ap- 
** pointing a successor, gives his majesty 
*' time to breathe ; and he has fixed on 
*< Mantes as his residence, as a place well 
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*' calculated by its situation to frustrate 
^* the machinations of his enemies. Thi- 
" thcr we will attend him, and he has done 
•'you the honour to appoint you to a 
♦* situation immediately about his person/ 
'• While I lay overwhelmed and motion- 
** less by this information,, which seemed 
as grateful to my father's heart as it was- 
wounding to mine, the king himself' 
•'* entered, attended only by the baron dc 
" Rosni, with all that fascinating conde- 
*' scension which so eminently distin-> 
'• guishes the most illustrious of monarchs, 
" the most amiable of men. He embraced 
*' me with the affectionate warmth of a 
" father, inquired with tender solicitude 
♦* into the state of my health, flatteringly 
" declared he owed his life to what he 
" was pleased to term my gallant inter- 
^' ference, and then repeated all my fether 
•' had already said. * You know my cha- 
** racter,' added the king, ' sanguine even 
*' in trifles; but when the interest of my 
" friends is concerned, impatient as a 
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'* froward child. I am more shocked 
*' by the delay your illness occasions than 
" you can be yourself : yet I am not alto- 
** gether so disinterested in your recovery 
*' as you may suppose ; for in promoting 
your interest I shall not wholly neglect 
my own.' 

** i with difficulty, but with energy,- 
*' assured the king I would willingly de- 
'• vote my life to his service; and that 
** could I believe I should be instrumental 
'* in promoting his happiness or interest, 1 
'* should consider it as too cheaply pur- 
'* chased with my own. ^ Ventre Saint 
" Gris /Vsaid his majesty, smiling at the • 
** enthusiasm of my manner, heightened 
'* by the raging fire of a fever that was 
•' kindling in my veins. • Ventre Saint 
** Gris ! 1 do believe it.^ Kings; must 
*' share the lot of human nature, and 
"learn to suffer, were it only to know its 
•' choicest blessing — to be beloved. Ad- ' 
*' versity alone is the touchstone of friend- 
" ship. He who is always pros^etou^ 
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'» sees the world but on one side. It was 
*' in the sharpest vicissitudes of fortune, 
'* when I was a king without a kingdom, 
*' a general without an army, a husband 
" without a wife ; when I was persecuted, 
•' pursued, oppressed, by a power I vainly 
*' opposed, that I found in the mine of 
^* friendship what was almost an equivalent 
'* for all Catherine de Medicis would have 
*5 deprived me of#* The king laid his 
*' hand on the shoulder of the baron dc 
^' Rosni, and looking in his face with an 
*^ affectionate smile, added : *I shall never 
*' quarrel with adversity, since it has given 
*' me so faithful a friend a& de Rosni.* A 
*^ hectic of pleasure^ of pride> passed across 
«^ the baron de Rosni's face; he bowed low 
*! and said : ' Sire, it is a principle with 
** your majesty to over-rate the services of 
** others in proportion as you undervalue 
*' those illustrious virtues which more than 
'* your rank exact theni/ 

*• The king then adverted to. thoAeinea- 
;f * sures requisite to be taken for the ce* 
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*' curity of his crown. . Many of the no- 
*' bility still opposed his endeavours ; and 
*' among those of whose fealty he was du- 

" bious was the duke de V . • I have 

proposed, to him/ said the king/a union 
between his daughter and the son of 
'^ one of the most stedfast of my adhe- 

'' rents. When. mademoiselle de V ^ 

«' is the wife of the baron de Montargis, 
'* I shall no longer fear for the fealty of 
*• her father. But/ he kindly added, ob- 
*' serving the paleness that suddenly over- 
*' spread my face, * I fear we have ex- 
**haustedand wearied our invalid.* I at- 
*' tempted to speak, but his majesty, gaily 
*' putting his hand on my lips, said : 
*» ' Nay, reserve your eloquence for made- 
** moiselle de V ; meantime I shall 
''officiate as love's herald, and hold a 
** parley for you, until you are able to ad- 
*' dress your liege lady in propria persona. 
" She attends our little court at Mantes, 
*' whither I go to-morrow.* The king 
'' then bade me farewell, and retired, foU 
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'* lowed by dc Rosni and my father. The 
*' attendants had been previously dis- 
missed when his majesty's intention of 
visiting me had been announced, and I 
happily found myself alone at a moment 
•* when I was so little able to support the 
** presence of any human being. When 
•' the first confused ideas of my agonized 
''mind subsided, I briefly enumerated 
those arguments which reason Jbrought 
forward in favour of an union my heart, 
even though it had been free, would 
" have rejected. It was an object to 
'' which my father's wish for my aggran- 
" dizement had long pointed, and which 
now attained, it would be impossible to 
force him to relinquish. It was not only 
"thew/7/of my sovereign, but his /«- 
^* terest : and to be ranked among the 
*' number of those noble friends who had 
''served him, and shared his friendship, 
" his esteem, his gratitude ; to be added 
"to that honourable and illustrious liit of 
" loyal patriots who so. willingly sacrificed 
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^' every private consideration to restore 
** peace to their country, to their king his 
just rights; to find my name enrolled 
with those of the brave Crillon, the ge- 
"nerous La Noue, the heroic Biron, the 
** prudent, wise, and faithful de Rosni I 
*^ Yes, said I, starting from my couch, 
I will instantly follow the king, acknow- 
ledge his goodness, accompany him to 
*« Mantes, and throw myself at the feet of 

«' mademoiselle de V . At that mo- 

^' menta paper that lay on the ground 
•* caught my eye. 1 looked on it for a 
*' moment : it contained a drawing of Imo- 
''gcn in the habit of a novice of St. Do- 
*' minick, and had been done by Theo- 
" dore, the page of Montmorell, from 
whom I had purchased it with my harp. 
This precious shadow had ne'er left 
a bosom where the original reigned om- 
nipotent. From the moment it was 
<* mine I had enclosed it, with a few beads 
'* dropped from .the novice's rosary, and 
«* the little poem addressed to the minstrel. 
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'•in the minstrel gorget, which, like a 
•* precious reliquary, I had fastened round 
^* my neck, and by which they Iwid escaped 
** the waters of the Aisne. Oh, the ta- 
" lismanic power of this little picture ! I 
** snatched it up, and covered it with 
** kisses. My father, my king, my bride, 
" were all forgotten : Imogen reigned 
" alone sovereign of my thoughts ! At 
•' that instant I heard some one approach, 
** and attempted to hide my treasure in its 
** little depositary, when to my amaze- 
«' ment 1 found it was gone"^ it had been 
** taken from my bosom. 

«* While I was searching my couch my 
" father entered. Without speaking, he 
" eagerly looked round the room, and 
«' seemed as eagerly employed in searching 
for something lost as myself; when ob- 
serving the picture in my hand,he started. 
Imogen, spare me the repetition of what 
" followed. Suffice it to say, that my ft- 
" ther had possessed himself of the gorget, 
** and soon became master of the secret 
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'* of my heart. On the evening of that 
*' day 1 was seized with a raging ddirious 
" fever: it ha long brooded in my veins : 
'♦ the wet cloaths I had worn for so long 
" a time after my passage across the 
•' Aisne, the violent heat which had suc- 
** ceeded, together with the irritation of 
«'my wounds, and the perturbation of my 
" mind and passions, reduced me to that 
'^ state which not only threatened my life, 
*' but, what is so much more dreadful even 
''to think of, my reason. When the 
''effects of my disorder on my corporeal 
"frame were in scmie degree subsided, 
'^ my distracted .father brought me in a 
" litter to Paris, where, under the care of 
" t^to eniih^nt physicians, I slowly reco- 
rd vercd my senses and my health. The 
^^firit ' moment of returning reason was 
'^ that in which I awaked from a deep 
" sleep* I drew back the curtain of my 
'* bed, and to my amazement behcM a 
** lady richly habited seated by my side* 
*' 3hc was talking in a low voice to my 

VOL. II. M 
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^'-father, v^hen turning round her »hea^ 
"her eye met mine. I uttered jui excla* 
^'mation .of surprke, and sunk on niy 
"pillow. Tbislacfy was not a stranger 
'^^ to me/* 

The baron started as if ^his confess 
sion had escaped him/ and coloured 
dcepty, Jmogen'S: penetrating eye was 
"fixed on his countenance. Xhati]»lush was a 
kindred effusion of one which had stained 
the baron's .cheek when he^had mentioned 
the mystciy of his emanc^tion from the 

prison of N ;; and^ by the association 

of ideas this recoltectioii awakened^ Imo- 
gen .believed this jiras the person to wfaona 
.'he. owed his deliverance. 

« 

The baronicontinued : «* My father, ob- 
'Vservii^g the, intcl%ence of my looks^ 
''.enibraced nae^^tenderly^ and with tears 
«^eae?l*im«d : • My sonimy iaieloved son ! 
'' you are again ireotond to fme! Come, 
'' madam/ said he, taking the lady by the 
<^ hand, * share in the happiness whioh \k 
'•is yet reserved for you :to confirrs/ 
•• Imogeij^ this lady was^ 
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" Your dcUve;rcr from the prison of 

The baron hesit^ted^ ** You have in- 
*< deed guessed right/' said he^ after a 
paiise and in spixie cpnfosion ; «! and still 
•'more, this genennm deliverer was-rtna- 
•« d€«noisclIe de V !•* 

A death-like paleness overspread the 
countenance of InM^n« She turned aside 
her head to conceal her emotion. The 
baron hqng down his; and a loi^ silence 
ensued* Then ^ in a hurried accent he 
added : '^ But not to intrude longer on your 
"patience, mademoiselle de V— — was 
< Van only child, whose will had become 
<' sovereign from the fatal fondness of her 
5' parents, and whose' natMrally strong pas- 
*^ sions had been nurtured by boundless 
" indulgence. She had been brought up 
" in solitude at her father's cbeateau in 
" PrQvcnqe. The female attendant most 
'^ in her confiden(;e had been a servant of 
** my mother's, and my tuirse. She had 
"iiiled ^e ix^ind of her youthful and 
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^'>crcdul()Us rhis^tress with sutki fepcn-ts of 
*' the perfetftiorts of the being she liad 
'^To»te^ed M her b^sorii/ that the young 
^ roiiy^ntie iniagihatibn of hiadinioiseire 
^r <fe V~— b*eattieWiai«»lfrdJ<k^'a phkil- 
*' torn of itfeftl '^k<^H^«l*r"'iShe had seen 
•' me at Paris oH iriy r^ttiin ftbrii'Erig- 
•rland ; but mr p&f 6Vit^[ Attiiit vaHance, 
•* pfcvtMtA anintifti'iicy' tlifefti^ fihict. We 
«* met ^at cotirt and in ^tiblic. •She i^k 
^' theft, tftiough ntft B^iftiftii; rHit is, nbt 
•''feh'iliin^yhymy; ifbt%ll ffid^ish'in Avb- 
«' fttaf^; Cfic bbj'ect ^6r^fttsKk)hitie adtnira- 
•' Hon. Y I59ked' at W^^fth curiosity, 
•^ arta^e'lSrobaBly^blfi tnita iny obiSei'v- 
•-^a^rt ^ iftb a^ mkreth&lGinm. 1 left 
" «^Hs, teid' ^aW '^Ti"6t ^"ligSih^^ T^ '*ier 
»' lito ^'he' ^^ftk! Wy deiiV^rante at 
tr fjsf _L^/ Sfee^Wds t'heii on aVfsit thfcrc 
^» with her mitcffhir-iifhclc, the governor 
*«brifteto^h.-'Tfei^ humanity '^ecahie 
>'^iiit^jfe^t*rf ^r'^tt lifer ^"rit was ad- 
*♦ Vertturousi W^ ittih^'tbmatitic, and ftcr 
<« ^oitin^il '^scrva!nti * it^y tild attendant, 






**^'perpetually wept my fat^, in* her pre- 
** scncc. The governor resided ia the 
♦' citgidcl, vyhose walls also erikclosed the 
'5 prison vrhere state criminals were con- 
^ fined. The tower in which I was lodged 
^ hung over a terrace,* where, induced by 
** the view it commanded, m^mc de 
♦* V— *— , attended \>Y her confidant, used 
^ $fifXt^\n^i tO; v^ Jtw It iv%% in the «iU- 
'S\ #es^ 9f ^^^ jna^Hligl^ti fiVpni^H that 
*f ^ tpi^iq of ^{ harp fe^rt <»ftigbf ¥eir.car, .. 
^ ^ £roixi |h^ inomfnt 9}ie ^$^|fpined 
5^ oa xny deUvcry^ whichj s^ after^a^ so 

qiciotion contkiue^ $pJiflqf^;^s? i)fy9Hdf very 

effort tosub^uqor^Gxa^^eal i?;; while >hc^ 
baron, abruptly fit^^ing ffom ^ prafpund 
reverie, tool? up t^ thp^a^ of his ^tpry in- 
an.uncpn^ec^e^ i^^n^^r and i^ a r^pkl 
tone. 

''I recovered, and was^ust able to ^ oyr, , 
«* when the king arrived jit Paris. The di;»- 
f ' coyery of i:panyjfac;iQn^ Lev th^ ^^^ V^a.\v^ 
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•* 0f ht» army, factions which even aimed at 
••^ hi$ life ; the offer of the crown of France 
^^ by the duke dc Mayenne to the king of 
*' Spain ; together with the horror of perpc-^ 
•• tuating a civil and religious wttr in the 
♦* heart of his country, induced the king-te 
** tmhv^e the catholic: religion j and evea 
** ts\f father and the baron de Rosni^ the 
'^ aaEuiichest hugonots in the kingdom, 
•* tirged him to it most strenuotisly; %illi 
•• ftU the most respectable of the nobility of 
^* France* My father and my sel f attend- 
•* cd his majesty to the church of St. Denis, 
*• where, surrounded by a multitude, ^?i'o 
" crbwded wiCh'idblatrouVfbhdiftcsi ^t> be- 
•* held a nfjonarch who limted Ih his per- 
•* sow the three races of their kings, he 
*' made his abjuration in form, 

•• Multitudes of voices cried, ' Long 

• ^* livethe king ;' and every joyous counte- 

'* nance ratified the sincerity of the prayer.* 

--■- ' !■ in I - I ■ • ;: ~ ' • • 

* ''A pleaj<aftt adventure liapper>ed me at church, an 
ol(i^ woman of eighfy caught mc hy th(fiL arm and 



'** The Parisians, who had hitherto sided^ 
*' with the League, weary of the horrMs* 
*' of rebellion, and convinced that that fec- 
*' tion, far from havii^ the good oftheir 
•* country atiheart, were active only to pro- 
'* mote their own jprivate interests, called 
^Moudly for peace, and obliged the duke 
^'de Miiyemie to supplicate the king to 
*' grant a truce for three months^ which 
'^'he willingly did|> and shortly after, the 
^* royal'hero was received, at Paris wit^ 
^^ such acclamations cyfi rapture, tHat he 
'^ exclauned • with- enthiisiastic transport; 
" * They arcf wild to itee a king!' A ge- 
*^ nttral pardoawasgrantedto all-who had • 
''^ taken up arms ; andrthe greatest' order^ . 
** suborc^ftation;. and prcprietyi wa» pre- - 
** served among the army of the trium- 
'* phant royalists, .whilethe- king obtained' 



»#'■" 



kissed me: I was not the £rst to laugh at the clr* 
cumstance. . To-morrow you shall sweeten > my li(>. 
Vide Rtcveil des ^Lettrei de Jlcnri k Grand 4 -Madj 
dK Eitricfi . 
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•' a more boundless empire over the hearts 
*^ of his subjects than royalty alone could 
•« confer. The vivacity of his temper, the 
'' brilliancy of his repartees, the conde- 
** scension of his mannen> rendered him 
•♦ the idol of a people to whom such ac- 
*' complishments bear a magnetic attrac- 
*' tion. Ail the principal- provinces bc- 
'^trayedan impatience ito submit them- 
.^ selvei* to their amtal>Ie cdnqiicior; the 
^^SpamsUds^ seeing that in the centre 
^ of the ki^dom all usut lost to (hein> re- 
^* solved to in^cdie the forrtnt bjr some 
-^ uorexj]ieeted atroke^ ijiH, hid sii^e to 
1 ^ AhcUaXhapfeHe. Tk^kialg^'mAht^ 
. ^ sitateamoment tbqui{fatsdomeatt]tt:oR- 
<' cems, and instantly left Paris with his 
*' troops, and some of hii^ principal nobu 
*' lity, to prevent the reduction of the 
" town, I attended him at thchead of 
*' my regiment, as did my father, but un- 
** fortunately^ before we arrived, the gar- 
*« rison had surrendered to the count de 
«* Mansfield, the Spanijsh general. 



i 
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^* Withdijt giving breathibg time ta his 
*' trpopsj the king, by waj^ of reprisal, in- 
«' stantly invested ?Laon ; which by the 
'^ defeat of the co/ivoy sent to succour it 
'^ muse ^ppil subipit to his majestyi aU' 
f ^ though the garrison still holds out with 
^, aj]i pb3tipate intjfepidity that deserves suc- 
'/ c^ss, thpugh itas impossible it can com- 
**m;|ndit; 

*' 'The ex trcnie agitation of public af- 
" fairsy and the anxiety with which every 
*♦. one has entered imo the interest of the 
*' king, has for the present! suspc^djcd aU 
*' private considerations in the h^rts of 
'« his adherents. My father^ oa the cp^*- 
'* mencement of the siege, was obliged • -to r 
^* leave the camp for fhe provi;ice he go-^ 
'* verned ; and the king's favour. conferred^ 
*' on his son that high military command . 
*« which he had been obliged tp relinquish. 
^ To this undeserved honour was added the 
" flattering distinction of being,apppinted 
<* o^e of th^ hundred, who accompanied; 
** the duke dcBirpn in his late hazardc^a 

ML 
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*^ and succ^siful ^ntcrprizc- Oh }i 1a this 
•' kstance, shall I no? bccomea'fataH&rIn 
** sentiment, and believe it was a hstppy 
" destiny that governed- an event- which 
•* thr^w into mV' possession ^sUth z prize, 
"as required mor« herobm, in Scipio to 
*' resign than to efifect. the victory which 
•* m^de it his. When, in the horrid tu- 
" mult af th^ battle, my eyes, dazzled by 
^ the flying' or Contending multitude, 
^'^hocfced by the prbspect of protracted 
•' carnage artd human butchery, recoiling 
'* from the horrors M'hich blasted their 
•' glance, turned tbwards that splDt where 

• r 

.♦* an intrepid youthful champion, with rhore 
^' than mortal coiiri^e, defended a pros- 
** trate friend ; Oh ! how little did I think 
♦•that that champion was the daughter of 
'« the count St. Dorval ; that that heroic 
" daughter was the timid gentle Imogen ! 
*• yet even then my heart's fond instinct 
«' led me towards the spot your presence 
** sanctified ; but the fury of pursuit tore 
V me from thecf, and I could only charge 
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'^ two of my soldiers in thy^ favour. The- 
'* hurry, the confusion, which ever sue- 
'* cceds - a fierce engagenient;, prevented ^ 
*^ rae enquiring for a prisoner who had ex- 
'* cited no common interest, and • whom, I 
'* looked on as my. own ; for* dreadful to 
^' think ! it-Wiis my. interference th^P saved 
'* the mostJnvakiable of lives/ and changed 
'' a cruel death into, I trust, a mild capti- 
*' vity:, 

*' Afad tow// added the baron with ^ a i 
faint smile, " I .will at least grant al trqqe- 
•'^ to. the patience: and flattering atteritipnr 
*' with -which you havc' honoured a soldier/s^ 
'^ plain unvarnished tale, that lost its in- 
*' terest to the reciter when you ceased to 
" be its theme;" The baron paused, while ^ 
the JianK of mademoiselle de V' hpver-- 
ed on thfe lijpof : Imogen, her eye seemed* 
to demand, why he had turned the most in^ 
teresting <:risis of his detail into the stream » 
of public affairs, and ' left < his situation ^ 

with respect to mademoiselle dc V^ unj 

ascertained^ to speak of the political states 
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of France. The baron read the interro- 
gation in the expressive glance which was 
raised to his face, and added in a tone of 
hesitation, "but though, mj fairauditress, 
" I have granted a truce to your patience, 
«* I cannot wholly rclinqufeh my claims to 
" it, and if I dared to bdieve, to hope, 
"that at a future period'* — •" My lord,'* 
repeated Imogen in a tone of mortification^ 
and, rising from her scat, then in a firmer 
voice added, " I at least can have no fur- 
'* ther alarms on your candour. Momeirts 
•* like these, to a mind wearied .by anxiety, 
•* are precious. Wilt you not suffer me 
^f to hope you will use them, in my favour^ 
*' by effecting my immediate restoration 
*' to my suffering father ?** 

/The baron's colour changed as she 
spoke ; he paced the tent with rapid steps, 
wliile the emotions of his countenance 
betrayed those internal struggles which 
agitated a minddivided between contend- 
ing passions* As Imogen's timid eye pur- 
sued the motion of the youthful warrior's 
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graceful form, or marked the pensive gloom 
that hung upon his manly brow, ancf 
dimmed die lustre of Ms riiihlng eyes^ a^ 
profound sigh escarped her lip%. in which^ 
her&ther^s fate could datin no sham* She 
again seated l^rself^. and supported h^r 
drooping bead on the hand* that concealed 
her face. That tender fiigh aftted lil^e a 
^n on the feeIing»of the baron ; he ad-^ 
ifMced^ and respeci&lly taldngvher hand>. 
!&ccd his eyes, &I1 g^ md^mcSoiy burre^ 
fFroachfur expressiiin, on hear half-averted: 
£ice, and exclaimed :^'A^ immediate resto-. 
•* ratipni and are you theni oh Imogen I 
** so^impacienttolcweone who*— — '* . 

«^ My Iwd, •• interrupted' Imogen^ dis^ 
ciTgaging her hand, and in evident )perl;ur'* 
feations, "impatience is too catd ^.Yfotdm^ 

»* Well, madam,** said the baron, witjh 
^ an air ^f morti&ration mmglcd' with an 
hauceur that perhaps^ ijoo-iined the predo- 
minant expression of his conntenance and 
manner^ '* we will not dispute about the 



'• Rdfictant as- the counb de St. Dorvtr 

^* tnay bfrto owethcirccovcryof his daugh- 

" ter to a Moniapghy CYcry nerve shaU be 

^strained to effect that eagerlj^ wished- fer 

5* imtnedraterestoiatbn. I'go, lady/* Conti- 

nued •ife' as ff& ptit on his hdnict and girdoi : 

onhls'sward^ '^ ta the tent of his majesty, 

''^ to inform himofkthe rich spoil the for- 

" tune.of'war has graced his arms >withal,' 

*' aHdto lcam*th« fate .of his layety^ cap-- 

*' tive»" The baison retired; and Imogeai 

ak^st articulately. exclaimed; ^' Alas 4 aadi 

^•^ am I "so willingly obeyed??* 

Aldne and unobserved, thfc ling repressed i 
emotions Avhichhad istraggledin the bosom 
of the prisoner, rushed over her heaiit wth ? 
the overwhelming influence o£^ tefrentat: , 
the moment ivhen* it- first but8ts*the barrif r r 
that shoirid impede its h^dldng force. 
She wept; but each^ tear of' regijet could : 
claim a kindred smile of joy : .she.sighedi; 
but each sigh of apprehension was but pre- 
lusive of a thrill of hope. Now his invio- 
lable engagements to the duke . dc Y- 



jfl^tbd<]^ her pdwpiw «iemorf ; and novr 
d!£l^bt€d»^ recollection d wd t on' those im^^ 
passkmate declarations^ di^e ardenrlooks; 
those w^rm profesftic^ns and tehdeir sighs; 
•#hfe1l;S(^^6i|uently declared * that in this 
alHaifeo of policy: and parental a^i^ttidir 
the heart had no share, and'that the-cap^ 
tivc daughter of the coumr do St» Dorval 
sfill maimamedthe'enrpiBC: won by the no-» 
vice of St. Dominick ; . " and yjetf/^thoughfi 
Jiitt^n,!" wHat^obscurity, - what. iay«ttf yi 
^* hovered over the concIusioR'of hisniarra-^ 
«*- ti ve; ^rid'thoagh he touched with somucb 
V modest caT6lessnes&:Qvei:'the partiaHty of 
^^ madeKhoisclle de ¥■ '. ' ., how ob^yiously* 
«f did those si ighif b,tit nr»rking trj^fs of her 
^ character.andl CDnducc evinte .?he ten- 
♦* demess,. the fidelity,, th^ haK)|i^iaa i^ her 
^ roHiantic; passion ^•>EMr)hQMxed of a 
•* phantom : cdfideaUacseUciicV Ph iio ! 
<* her love was foufadec^ iitwgityi-^, in senti- 
•* mcntjin reastJnkj if- Ava* the homage of 
** the heart to virtue, .in Virtue's noblest 
<* form; it iKas a iively,^ ii 1 prgfound coci^ 



^^ scimamest ai: die ihestimai]^ wp^th-of 
<' goodness united^ . to^ genlu3> > tm^tf^^ aQ4 
^' knowledge^ it v^s unlove se^an^t^ed^ 
^* that to havefelt it was almo^ to f^^ 
^ take of. the arce}lencc which , ^y^ b^ 
•« hirtlu*.' It wa3^>dius the he^ of-Ioiogeil! 
borrowed a suffiiige for its own weakoessj 
by excusifig that of .another^ and aitri^ 
butingxo mademoiscile de V^— — ajl shc^ 
fterselfih^d experienced^. : 

Then reverting agaio. to . her riyal, sh« 
continued : •* And it was reserved for. thee, . 
** oh Ifappy and amiable* wxKoan ! :u> pro- 
^* tect and ^lavevthe idolx>fsy€iir affectiojEss;; 
'^theimvioitfctf'feis forfeit life,, bis libe^ 
^ rator>ffom . captivity, his tender: atten^ 
^ dantv in ^kmss : .hut it rests in the 
^' generous and^^raitefiii Iii^ut of ^i6ntaiigi» 
« toTewafd^heeJfoi'i dxese acts of? love.*' 
The sense ef her , own' em^iive. over that 
heart faded into dAspoh^ncy at tins con^ 
Tktion/ the sophistry of'faer fears had- 
adduced ; and she hfiield the baron de 
MoRtargis> th€i happj^ husband of. the, ea- 
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viable de V ; '* while I/' she conti- 
nued, ^' still wandering hopelessly on in 
v» love's dreary pifgrimage, faithful though 
** afflictedi constant though deceived^ 
** shall wast^ the spirit of youth in chill 
" despondency, then die without the 
** hope of surviving my existence in 
•^ the memory of him, for whom alone 
"Iliv^d/* It i$ the peculiar piropeity 
of delics^e and refined minds, uniffid to 
lively and ardent inia^ations^ tp ^njoy 
^i^re fcrfiss from fancied happiness dian 
' tiuDTah reaKty can confer; and ta sulTer 
moi^ fifom ideal woei than ' bonnaii cahl-* 
milieis ean imposd^ T&e iufforings of - 
Ii^gieri Ulcere of the Ivtorr and imagnixtidfij 
^nd they were insupportable^ Abamd(^tt« 
ing herself to the influence of her emo- 
tion, she folded her arms on the tabie^ and 
reposing her head on them wept the fate her 
own fancy had conjiired up. At that mo- 
ment the baron entered s he started a$ he 
observed her attitude and agitation. The 
pride of Imogen retoikd fromthcdii&Cj^Nt.t'] 
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of her weakness^ and she ^rov&to disgwse 
it beneath an^ affected indifference and*^ 
haughtiness of manner. She dried her 
eyes^^andi arose with an air of graceful 
dignity. The baron-taUihg herhand^ look- 
ed with tender anxiety on her facCj. and wilht 
a faint and^ affectionate voice exclaimed: 
•• In tears, Imogen !'• ** A tcar^I believe,. 
•* my lord,'* said Imogen}, with a forced 
smile, •♦^i?^ no unusual guest in the eye of 
acaptiye/* ** And do j^i^^.feel yourself a 
captive,, lady ?,*"rqiroachfully demanded' 
tfie bs^on- " lam not insensible to your 
'^fpoodness,** sakl Imogen with assumed 
firii|ii^,,'«^ butr>^ I ama: cKU^ divided' 
i^filtaarzsufEmstg: &lther> who at this npA- 
.^^inentinay require ail^a<child's: solicitude* 
"and. care. V At her father's name the 
ftilliieaFt of Imogen again. seiu tears, to her 

f*'Im(^en,**sai3i the baron, relinquish* 
ihg'her hand^^andi in grea^i perturbation,. 
•*<do not make me bale tby viriuesi do not , 
^ foxceonc to belie ve. that a< new^-formedi 



§4 
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^ 2kfftction for a being whose very cxis- 

*' tencc but a few days back was unknowa- 

^ to thee, supersedes every other senti'- 

*^ ment, every dther feeling kf your bosom. 

** Ligr a friendship once so candidly avow- 

^ ed, so solcn^nly pfedged', a* compassion 

'^ once ^o- freeJy^ grantedi. stifl' maintain^ 

'^ jsi^ie kAutnce in that aH filiaT fiearf.. 

^'GliO<5;oh'Irttogcn, you^grced with me 

<« tJikt Cblblterial-'tie* were h6t? all-sufficient 

'-^'iaM'up^e hearths* fiSfhihg void." 

- Totfii^ Ittiogen made no replj^; her. 

Missed* spiritis were unable to resist thfe 

fofcf^^f-fferi feelings, antf sKe dhl)^; «ld 

ilpiiP^n«4bi<?a^4^ni^d^ $f t(l$/ifteilja^ tb' 

lrt«5kiifg/lttKl^ tee^ni etc wtied'' #itfi''success?: 

The baron threw hifif^lf ihto *-chair fife*. 

.sfidB >her, and^ re^ed*: ** As I* suspected ;'.. 

*< myiippliijiitMm. forthis^evfenkig was too 

^Isi^. -T^e KiftgiHas b*eh ' labbmtng afl 

^ day in-rfw treiiehes- like a- cotomomsoU 

^dier, inordfei" to*- cfi^eourtgc^ahd aniniate- 

•^ his- men, who^loofc up ft> him Gqnally forr 

•^^ example: andi reward;* iChe j^aroa- dfe^ 
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^rRosDi ha&atf hsl prevailed on him te 
*' retire to rest ; and after twp iMghta spent 
*' in watchipg and^ dnxiety^ he ha^^ falkii 
into a profQond skep^ ajfid ^r tI>iA night 
k would be impossible to obt^a an auw 
^ ^ncc^ I, regret the circumstance on 
5< your accountj ahhough H could arvail 
«' litdle unpne than soothing ycMir i^ipst* 
V $i^i;^t.fw,th|e.^v^ni|i^ W jfaif a^tewscd^ 
** ^n<t 9ittt?i: %?rrin»a5row TOl?>rog CPHldlbe 
" doni?/'. ImPgf 1% bowed l*ei^ hts^i vA 
aoBwerf ^ qnfy- vfith » 3^H of y«ry eqpi- 
VQc^l Wctb^ §hp vas^not gfed toh feft d«^ 

$^e4 fe)p(.hf^ father, ^ti*e-v*i not 

(♦Pi^^fift «Pi?y » Xmh tengw. thr »)detr 

fof ever ua bft sievs«ed^ 

The b*r()%' gazing on the Rc{»wie» of 
b^ fin/e ey€§ ao$l ^be p^cft^i%iof bffchc^ks^ 
said with itFnd^r soU^it*<kJe,. ?5' he . |^iQso^ 
/' Let tbjr Mm. for tbi^ aigl* r^at in 
*' p^S^ t f^r thy : h^^^sed nature demands* 
•^ repose 5 thft b^vines^ of fktigue beyond ^ 
"tbyitrength tp buvt hangs upon thy 
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*^ bfoAV, 4hd fades the roses on thy cheek. 
«^ Wichih th'e limits of 'diis tfeiit, unmeet 
^^ind6ed%t sucli k gifest, * safety shall 
^' S^feld thee, and preserve this spot sacred 
•* to iflfcc from 'the ;*idlrftidh pt etery in- 
•^tilidci-. My'statron lies within view of 
''thts hfioured tent, and I shall guard 
•* my illustrious prisoner with no small cir- 
'^ cumspection/* 

Then bowing on her hand, and grace- 
fully paying the salutation of the night, he 
retired. He had scarcely left her, when 
the two females who had attended her in 
the morning, presented themselves; and 
having brought in tapers, and arranged 
a couch in the inward division of the tent, 
they offered their services to Imogen to 
assist her in undressing, which she thank* 
fully declined, and was again left to her- 
sdf* The first wild tumult of her 
thoughts had subsided into a train of 
more calm consideration, and the ex- ' 

treme fatigue of mind and spirits which 

J' 

she had undergone, soon lulled the irri- 
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tation of, her feelings^ and overpowered 
the influence of lierf motions. The first 
night watch had \ndt relinquished his aita* 
tion at. the entrance of the tent, when the 
sufierings of the; past^ the anxieties of thi? 
future^ and the reflections of the present 
were buried ia the soft oblivion of profoun4 

fcTCpOSC. 
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^"^genleftacouch ov *'**«^«befo« 
-'■'-post seemed to .b^';"'ci'''- "^"^"^ 

«t visions of jo, trtlJ? "^'^6ir, 
*^ ^««s, the an Jet "^^"'^ '^t.' 

' f^'- 'y^^ and-the tone o7k^ '^*^«* 
^''«''^^onve«iang^^^«.*«««hde. 
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open the soul to the visitation of hope, 
of joy, of loyc. 

Fresh from the duties of her simple 
toilet, she entered the outer apartment, 
Avhere an elegant breakfast was spread that 
seemed tojroime " with a wish, and with a 
*' wish retired.** The drapery of the tent 
drawn aside to admit the fragrance of the 
morning air, discovered to the eye the 
splendid spectacle of the whple army 
drawn out on an extensive plain/ while i 
flurrti3er tff fine military bands fillddtheair 
withistfairisof^artial ttitfsic, thie uncloud- 
edtnn poui^d'a flood of radiaxKe o'er the 
anim^ed scent, and the^ arms trfthcaAt 
diM& brillkmly reflected back >the bcsitm 
irfrichp&lycdbn their points** . ' 

High aboW the innu*ae^able mfHitarf 
commanders which strewed the plain, sec^ 
tired in ill the '^ dread maghificendc** df 
wary the ponderous casque, shining iliiuti 
(thion, invulnerable breast-plate, and plMift 
cuirasses, the gi^aceful formof the coloifcf 
of the king's life-guards, the baron de Mon-. 
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tafrgis, towered in lofty eminience, and the 
round full tones of his deep and mellow 
voice distinctly vibrated amidst the wild 
variety of sound that assailed the ear of his 
prisoner; while her fond and searching 
glance soon discovered him amidst the 
gaudy multitude, the hero of an army of 
heroes : even " the lion port" of majesty, 
though surrounded by all the insignia of 
royal rank, passed on unheeded. Her eye, 
the obedient organ of her soul, took in no 
object save that which governed its every 
filling t and her ear; the faithful passage 
to her heart, received no sound but that 
which alone and ever awakened its live- 
liest thrill of blissr Never, indeed, was a 
form more calculated to fascinate the ima. 
gination of genius, and lend to poetry and 
painting the finest model of youthful he- 
roism personified, than that of the baron 
de Moncargis in his military habit, which, 
splcndidf graceful, and characteristic, was 
aidfnirably adapted to the majesty of mien, 
the dignity of air, and that animated ex* 
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prcssion of countenance andRoman otft- 
line of features, which eminently distin- 
guished his person, and gave him /to the 
enamoured eye, the fervid and glowiag 
fancy, of Imogen as a being of a higher 
sphere, 

** On whom each god had set his seal, 

'** 'i'o give tic world assurance of a niah/* 

When the troops dispersed, and she be- 
held the baron ^struggling throii^ the 
crowd to approach her tent, hie pl^my 
crest waving ift the breeze above thtf iitfc- 
rixir multitude that ^urrdund^ him^ her 
heart beat with la jvelocity that would have 
mocked the calculation.of medical dtill to 
ascertain ; pleasure swaiia in her J6yc,'bh»h- 
ed on her cheek, and shod its bright ittii- 
jDination over e^'cryfeature.^ofixeri ani- 
mated face, to whicfa;theTaptt^i:Qus irrita- 
tion of her feelings ^ve a niarkdd. aikd 
sweet ejcpression. ^i 

With a rosy confusion of mannfer, and:* 
smile playful though artless^ sl)c j^J^toced 
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tp meet her amiable conqueror. He 
pressed the hand held OUt to him to Kis 
lips, and gazed in silent delight on the in-r 
sinuating naivete oi her air and the fresh- 
ness of her beauty's renovated bloom. 

•' Certainly/' said he, as he seated him- 
self by her, :**. you have been on such an 
*• embassy as. Psyche was invested with by 
f* Venus wl^en she rjBceived from Proscr- 
?' pine a casket of blushes, blooms, and 
^' graces, enchanting looks and sovereign 
-«• -smiles ; but that you have betrayed your 

trust, and reserved for yourself those 

treasures intended for the deity whom 
'•^ you resemble." 

** What, my lord," said Imogen gaily, 
and. contemplating his w^arlike appearance, 
,♦* -z^ soldier and a courtier ! gallant in the 
. ^•-^amher a$ the field, with a device on 
ff^ifotui shield -like that of Akibiades, a 
^ *^ cupid playing with thund|rbolts." 
3 . J** But with this dijfFerer^e,^t said the 
baron emphatically, *' that the treateherods 
~ '^ urchin4fas turned hb; arms against- my- 



rc 






'956 THE NOVICE OP 

" self, instead of pointing them at mjr 
foes ; and yet he knows the moderation 
of my desires, and that the rich plunder 
of one inestimable heart ijs all the spoil 
** my utmost ambition pants to possess.** 
The baron fixed a smiling but impas- 
sioned glance on Iniogen's face, who, in 
blushing confusion, and sensible of the de- 
licacy of her situation, which the weakness 
of her heart rendered doubly obvious, en- 
deavoured to give an indifferent turn to 
the jCOQversation, and spoke of the pleasure 
she had received from the late splendid 
spectacle she had witnessed. 

** Yes," said the baroa, *' the profession 
** of a soldier wears a very attractive aspect 
** to those who only behold it in its holi- 
** day garb, in all its splendid panoply, 
*' divested of its vicissitudes, its horrors» 
*' and its sufferings. I remember, when 
^' a boy, beii;^ present, for the first timt^ 
^vat a rerieM^lield by Henry the Third at 
'* Fontainbl0au. My senses, my imagi«- 
^« jiation^ were captivated, dazzled ; mill- 



^ tzry enthusiasm instantly plumed her 
•* rapid wing, and wandered through sucb 
!' scenes of bright illusion^ performed suciv 
** feats of supernatural courage and god-- 
f * like heroism as romance loves to design^ 
•* and fa4icy to colour with her brightest 
•' tints. I burnt my Demosthenes for be^. 
*• ing less eminent in the field than:: the 
•' rostrum, and abandoned Horace ^s a ' 
** coward, to be destroyed by moths and- 
•• must : while the Achilles of Homer and 
*• the Eneas of Virgil, with a few freiix 
*^ chevaliers of modern date^ became my 
" study and my models. But alas I a faw 
^ .*• years military experience faded the 
*• glowing tints my imagination had shed 
«* over the picture. I saw that the laurels 
•*" which fame flung over the path- of vic- 
*' tory did but conceal his footsteps' blofcdy 
•• track, and that the heart of humanity, 
/' of reason, groaned in anguish over iho^ 
" deeds which gave immortality to the 
. •* name of the hero. I saw the ambition 
"of a few, the scourge of millions-^ and 
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'» t t)eh^ld the \^arriof in his Splendid 
•* cat-eer bverturtiftg th^ rights/fhe libar- 
^'X^^3 and happiness of ttf^nki^/ ^A 
•' o|j|taining a dfcathl^ss riaMe foiT hiving 
" desolated arid laid Wa3t(i the faiVfest trea- 
•* siires in the moi^l afid rfaftfral workJ." 

•' But I am sure/' said Imogerf, d'dighf- 
cd with such ^^ehtijuents from the lip§ 6f 
one who wa^ yet in the heyday of valoti^-i^ 
ous enthusiasm ; ^^ I am sure that even oh 

the list of conquest there arc m^iiy 

nanies to be found who tei^pered mag. 

nanimity with modcrsltion and courage 
•• with humanity:** 

*' I hope and believlj there are,'* said the 
baron ; •' but partial instances arc not an 
" overbalance for the effects ofj a general 
•* and radical evil." 

"It is not every one/' said Imogen 
with a smile^ ** who has the courage to 
*' reveal and acknowledge the faults of 
*« his mistress.** 

** War is not my mistress,** said the 
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Baron^ ** bur my affianced bride, from 
«' whom I cannot in honour retreat, though- 
••inclination be as sharp as it will.'* 

The strong allusioa which thi^ care- 
tessfy-uttered figure bore to the real stat^ 
of the bar0n*s more intimate engagements 
JlruCk with the force of electricity not only 
en his own apprehension but on that of ' 
Imogen^ Both changed colour under the 
influence of kindred emotion^ and both 
were for » moment confused and silent^ 
The baron> recovering his presence of 
mindj at last gaily exclaimed :** But a 
'* truce Ayith war and all its horrors at a 
••moment when nothing but peace and 
•♦joy should be the subjects^ of disquisi- 
•* tion : it is time fof me to aik my lovely 
guest if the soldier's rough couch andi 
the noisy bustle of a camp allowed -her 
that repose her weariness demanded ?" 
Yes, my lord/' said Imogen, gladly 
catching his gaiety, *• such profound re- 
••pose as might riv^l Epimenides's sleep* 
•• of half a century Z*^^ 
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" TTien perhaps/* said he, ** you alsd 
•' possess the skill of Epimenides in ex- 
*' plaining dreams ; and were I to discover 
** those which hovered in my fancy while 
*^ 1 snatched a transient sleep on my post 
*^ last night — but perhaps 'twere as well 
•• to conceal them. The dreams of the 
*' heart are often fatal to its peace.** 

Imogen involuntarily echoed back the 
half-checked , sigh that issued from the 
baron's lip5 ; then eagerly asked if he had 
obtained an audience of the king ? 

•' No,'* he replied ; *'I have only bc-P 
•* held his majesty in the field, where he 
" has been reviewing his forces since the 
<' morning dawn : but,** said he rising, 
** if you desire it I will instantly cndca- 
«' vour to see him.** 

«' I entreat it^** said Imogen earnestly ; 
and the baron, though with an air of re- 
luctance, withdrew to obey her commands. 

Ashe left the tent, part of the curtain 
that skrcened its entrance remained un- 
drawn^ and admitted the dazzling beams of 
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the sun, which pUyed on thte polished sur- 
face of a small cabinet that filled a corner 
of the tent* She approached to admire 
its curious workmanship, when acciden- 
tally laying her hand on otfie of the pan- 
nels. it flew open, and she found it was a 
little portable library filled with books all 
in duodecimo size. This was a pleasing- 
surprise:: it was like meeting a. circle of 
friends iiha strange land. She had looked 
with eager curiosity and delight into above 
twenty volumes before that baron returned ; . 
yet so skort; was his . absence, . that she 
started to^find him at her. side before she 
. thoughtihe had reached .the royal tent* . 

*• I have again to regret/* said he, ^'^ the 
** ill^success of my embassy,'* ' while'- the 
triumphantrsmile that- played on his lrp> 
' might' well bring the sincerity of that re- 
greJi into question^ . ^'A cessation oftarms > 
'* agreed on between : the : besiegers aad l 
•« tte besieged/; continucd.he, /' has giveai 
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•' the king a holiday, and he has left the 
«' camp above ati hour back, attended by 
*' some of his principal officer:^ ; and 
** though the impatient anxiety may re* 
*' gret the event, the refined delicacy df 
*' your sentiments will approve its caus<$, 
" when I inform you that thi^ amiabte 
"monarch, more to be loved as a man 
*' than even revered as a herOj is gone to 
" visit a small house-in the Forest of Fo^ 
^* lambray, where when a boy he had been 
*' regaled with fruit and new milk, and 
** he now promises himself a swiet though 
melancholy satisfaction, kndwn oi^y to 
superior minds, in viskiing thdst scenes 
♦* sd familiar to him in the happy dawn of 
•' existence, and endeared to his heart by 
" the fond recollection of many pleasant 
*• boyish incidents and youthful sports, ill 
** iexchanged for the busy cares and more 
«* important trifles of riper but less fcli- 
" citouB yeari^/* 
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*»Oh !*' said Imogen, «'-I can, indeed- 
♦* forgive the cause, though the effects are 
^' so destructive to my present wishes. . 
♦* How natural to court even the returning 
*• shadow of those sweet and lively emo- 
'* tions which usher in every incident in^ 
^* the fir&t sunny sera of life, when all is new 
•' and grateful to the unsated senses, and 
" th€ unpractised feelings are tremblingly 
•* alive to every sweet impression* Re- 
-strained and limited as were the plea-* 
^« sures of my childhood, yet nature, rich 
^' in her own resources, shed many a giiile-^ 
"less joy on n^y heart, which even no w^ 
** throbs with the recollection of its infant 
^^ tine delights/ and experiences in eachi 
** departed day the death of sweet sensa^ 
** tion, which can never, never return Z*^ 

•• But which,* • said the baron, *' may be 
•* succeeded by a sweeteri Gh, Imogen I 
** the pleasures of childhood arc but ncga- 
«* tive ; *tis insensibility, not enjoyment ^ , 
** the &ncy revels, but the heart Iks still i , 
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*^ the senses^ are amused, but the .senti- 
** ment is yec dormant ; and the profound 
^' source of bHss, where nature sums up 
*« all her joys in one, is still reserved for 
** life's maturer acra, when the powers of 
'* th^itoul,the imagination, and the b^art, 
^^ are all awakened injto rapturous exist* 
*' ence*'* 

• # 

The baron took Imogen^s hand as be 
«poke, whoi evading the dangerous theme 
he seenned anxious to. prolong, saidj as she 
disengaged her trembling baiid :: ** There 
" is somethiijg so cross in your thus^ mis»- 
^ ingthe king, my lord, a. second time; 
*' that I am tempted to believe there ia 
*^ some fatality hangingover my captivity-; 
♦* or haply,/ ' sbe added with< a. smiie, «« like 
«' other distressed damsels in the days of 
*<xhivalryj.I am undcE the spell of some 
^^pqwerfuhencbafttfr.** At the word en^ 
chan/^r:lmogci\ coloured, and a glance al 
tiiebari;pn'a»CQuntpnance.coY«e4 h^ viith. 
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** If/' said he laughingly, •* there is a 
spell in the question, 'tis I only who anri 
^ u!\der its influence. Would to heaven 
'* that spell was indeed of mutual force, 
'< and that the sorceress who exerted, be- 
'< came the sufferer of her own art, 1 be- 
'? lieve, in spite of the Mosaic law and 
•' the capitularies of Charlemagne, I should 
^^ suffer the wiicb to live, ^d evert steal 
^* my own existence from hcr's***^ 

Imogen wa&at this moment still stand- 
ing near the book-cabinet^ and now turned 
0ver the leaves of a volume she held in her 
Jiaiid^ with great eagerness, as if wholly 
intent on the occupation :. " But I ' fear,*^ 
said the baron, after aminute^s silence, 
f' that I intrudei When I assured you 
«* this tent shpuld be an inviolable sane- 
<* tuary, I did npt mean^o secure a sav- 
*' ing clause in my own favour. Shall I 
^' leave you,*-* said he, " in the midst of 
.^* society which will at least afford yoii. 



cr 
ff 



27^ THJ5 NOVICE OF 

^ entertainment^ though;! fear not much: 
•* instruction ?'* 

*' Suffer me then/* said Itaogeil^ with^ 
sn insinuating smile, *' to enjoy your 
«' society^ from which I? shall derive 
•« both," 

The baron bowed with a look of proud- 
and gratified feeling* 

I believe/* continued linogen, «M; 

should apologize for this apparent breach: 
*' of trust, but the door of thecabinet flev^ 
** open to my. touch j and to confess the 
t^ truth, I was as mucb^pleaied^to examine 
^ its contents as^ amazed to find such a^ 
^* treasure among the camp equipage of a 
•^ military comnwmden Hbw few, amidst 
*' the tumult of warfiire, the dissipation of 
*' a military life, woukt find leisure for in-p 
^' tellectual improvement, or cherish a tast^ 
«♦ for literary pursuit !*' 

^ And yet,*' said the baron, ^* my sweet- 
^ flatterer, I am afraid that such ai> appen-p 
5' dage iti a tent wears rather an air ofi 






*' foppery, for eveh ihc gravest pursuit bas< 
** its fopperies ; but to confess- the tButh, 

• 

*^ early habits of study have so methodized' 
** into principfei that on the score of self;- 
*' denial I should have more merit in re-. 
** linquishtng my books than retaining: 
** them as the tonistant companions of my 
public as well as my private life, I may 
say^ with the elegant Piiny, that * they 
«* feast my soul with ^ voluptuousness 
** which is never followed' by disgusts ;*^ 
" and though my kisure to enjoy them is. 
♦^•limited, yet it is wonderful how many 
^ odd minutes and half-bours tk heavy oii< 
*♦ otte's hands even in the most active pro- 
^fessionS) which a. book delightfully and 
•^ use^Hy occupies. Apr^os of Pliny,. 
•*^ whose charxfting letters I have so ofteii 
•^ setE9n in your hands at Montmorell irv 
** the Ofigin^i Here is the first French 
«« transHicion of him we hear of;, and what 
«* renders it doubly inchesting, in spite of 
'^ its obsolete sty bj is^ that it was.fnade by 
\^ tbt beautiful duehcas of Buigdgne^ mece 
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*' to the cardinal de Bologne, in conjunc- 
•• tion with our unfortunate king John^ 
" so long the prisoner o§ the illustrious 
•' Edward the Third of England/*' 

<* Interesting indeed V* said Imogen^, 
eagerly taking the book from his handi^-; 
** and it reflects no Httle honou^r on our 
** sex that the duchess was among the 
•« earliest reviveps of letters at a period o€ 
«' literary darkness^ when- the unhappy 
•'♦ royal John,with aH his passion far books^ 
<' could not collect above, twenty volumea. 
** in his library.'^ 

*' But we must not let this charming 
" duchess engross all the meriti** said thfe 
baron, drarwing out asmaH volume; •'for 
** here are some charming' poems- by her 

fair- contemporary, Janeof Bourbon, wife 

of Charles thePifth;. who >en^ged«Phili{) 
*^ de Vitrii the beloved friend of Petrarch,. 
«' to translate into French verse the Meta- 
*' marphoses of Ovid.\ How could P^- 
«* trarch at that very period give us the 

^n^mcJofh^xbmv^py9h^n Fjance boait-^ 



rr 



4f 



ST. DOM I NICK. S79 

^^ ed two such women as the duchesa of 
** Burgognc and Jane of Bourbon ?" 

«' And what have you got on this shelf/* 
said Imogen, "that looks so splendidly 
•^attired ?" 

The ephemeral productions of modern 
holiday -^Titers/* said the baron, '* al- 
«* most beneath your attention, and merely 
•^ calculated to amuse the mind^ not to 
•' inform it/' 

*' Nay,*' said Imogen smiling, '* though . 
••^ I have lived so long with one of the 
*' prejudked literaH of Francis the First** 
day, I have, not imbibed, her pedantry 
so strongly as to look down with con« 
tempt on every worl^ that does not, smell 
of the must of antiquity* Some of the 
•* very few modern works the library oT 
^* Montmorell afforded gave infinite plea^ 
** sure in their perusal." 

*' Indeed !** said the baron ; '* then give 
•' me leave to recommend to you this little 
*' volume : it is Astrea, a charming romance 
"hyd'Urf^, a novel-writer of late date^ 
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^'towhomfoncy and common sinsc arc 
** much indebted : the one is chastened, 
^corrected, and rwtrakted by bh judg- 
^ ment ; the etheF restored to his place ii^ 
•* the empire of imagination." 

^I have read^but few romances^," said 
Iftiogen ; '• tho0e few which the library of 
^ Montmorell supplied did not indirce me 
•* ta wish to extend my studies in that line. 1 
•' remember being heartily weary of the wild 
^ tales of Diargue^ the discipk of Ariosto, 
^ and not much interested in the wonder- 
** ful histories of Leuceppe and Clitophon^ 
^ or the romantic loves of Theagenes and 
"Chariclcs/* 

« Which lasV*^ $aid the barcw, ^ in itt 
*' fact the progenitor of fhe whoJe fari- 
♦' tastic species of romance. Strange to 
*' say, it was the work of an holy father^ 
•' the sage Heliodorus, bishop of Irecas ;. 
•* and so enamoured was the piou6 divine 
•* of his literary bantling, that when con- 
♦• demned by a most gothic synod eithec 
«' to suppress his book or resign his cpis- 



^ cop^l hOAO^iifs, he fin the ^rije spirit of 
^' mtfi^nhip) preferred the latter, and sa- 
•' crificed the mitre for the bays, dte cro- 
•* sief for the pen." 

•^ He k not, I beKeve," ^aid Imogen, 
^^ the only ^«cred author romance dam 
'^ boefet of in her ^erviee, I rennember 
«' u^hen- first I eame to M ontmorcll, Theo- 
^' ddrCi the y^xjfhg p&ge (\^ha was deeply 
^'read in rormntic tore), lent mc the 
^' Felt^ &f Charlemagfw the Great, by 
" the^rchbishop Turpin ; containing mjtny 
•* wonderful eiiEploits, afld supernatural 
^' deeds, performed by the emperor before 
*' the wdlli* of N^rbonne. At first, my 
♦* yoUng and untutored imagination was 
•» captivated by this species of fiction : but 
*' as my judgment matured, not even the 
f' sanctity of the author was sufficient to 
"awaken any interest to a' recapituiation 
" of extr/iordin^ry adventures, which 
«* shocked probability without amusing the 
'» mind 5 of extravagant actions, not even 
*' the licence of romance should tolerate i 
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while the high-wrought virtues of their 
all-perfect heroines, and supernatural 
•' heroes, put my patience sadiy to the test^ 
*' and never iailed to exhaust my attention. 
*' In fact, I believe nothing can be less sub- 
*' lime than my taste -y for beyond the 
*' boldest flights of extravagant fancy, or 
*' eccentric genius, I prefer those works 
" whose mild and natural fictions touch 
'* the heart, and call its sweetest feelings 
*« into being ; those simple stories which 
" unfold a series of events, such as life's 
vicissitudes m^y eventually display,— 
where the characters strongly drawn, but 
•* not over-wrought, are placed in interest. 
*• ing situations ; and where the warm, 
*' the tender affections of the heart, form 
*V the ground- work of the piece.'*. 

" Yes,*' said the baron with a sigh, 
and fixing his delighted eyes on the face 
of Imogen, *' my charming critic, you are 
*' right, it is on the heart alone we are all 
dependant for life*s best blisses ; reason 
may degenerate into sophistry, fancy 
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** into delusion^ but the heart, the heart 
is the infallible, the immutable guide 
to supreme felicity: and yet its vicissi- 
•* tudesare dreadful • but its joys, its tull 
" abundant joys — Oh I who would not 
•' endure its sufferings for an age, to enjoy 
•* its blisses but for an hour ?" 

" I must confess,*' said Imogen smiling, 
^ I am not one of those enthusiastic epi^ 
*' cures in bliss." 

•* You ! you ! Imogen,'* excUimed th(J 
baron, seizing both her hands, and gazing 
ardently on h^r: then suddenly letting them 
fall, he added, ^* Alas ! thou knowestnot 
«' what thou art, the profound emotion of " 
*' which thou art capable 1 for tby heart, 
**I fear, lies yet unconscious of its riches.'* 

Imogen, more confused by the manner 
in which these words were uttered than 
jtheir purport, turned to the cabinet, and 
takng down another volume, said : **What 

have we got here? Petrarch ? How much 

I regret my ignorance of the Italian 
^* language, since it now prevents me sa- 
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^^Usfying ?L. euricMity so long ;indulged, 
** Pray, my lord, was pot diis far-famed 
*' writer, the most ardent, the ^most con- 
<• stant, the mo$t unfortunate of lovers ?*' 

*' 1 believe/' said the taron, smiling at 
the romaptic simplicity of the question, and 
the »^i'i;^// with which it was demanded, 
*' I believe, if you had given him theepithct 
** of the most poetical, it would be at least 
** as just as any you have honoured him 
»' wiih, for I have always thought that 
** neither his amatory joys oj sorrows overe 
<' of the heart: indeed, if I recollect 
*« right, he. somewhere acknowledges him- 
*« i^f, * that it was requisite he should be 
*^ unhappy;' forbad his love been propi- 
*' tious, we should have had no charming 
''plaintive sonnets ; and I believe he would 
" rather have resigned his mistress than b's 
** inuse, and served the lady ^de Sade as 
** thebishop de Irecasdid his episcopacy. 
** It is to his unhappy passion he owes his 
*' immortality ; this he foresaw : his love 
'* sonnets will carry down his name to ages 
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'* yet unborn^ while his polemical and 
** other works survived not his own actual 
''^U3tence; and yet to me bis pa^^ioa 
^Vfor LaurOj all-forcible as he delineates 
*« its e65fect3Si, appears a mere paradox* 
^' How could he choose Z^^r as themistuess 
^'. of his soul, who was incapable of bc- 
^Vcomingthe companion of his mind? 
Laura, like mafiy ladies of the Jfirat r?ink 
in her day, 'wa3 so profoundly tgnorant 
*• *' as not cither to read ox write, and ^pent 
. ^r her life in a circle of un-ideaed wofticn 
-^'ather loom, or her embroidery; jind 
'* what influence can mere unintelligent 
^* beauty ohmn over such a heart a» a 
*' man of Petrarch ^s genius and learning 

• ^' mu&t have possessed ? TeU n>e, my sweet 

** friend, is not a sympathy of tast^, se»- 
**timent,and pursuit, the surest faun- 
*' -dation for the tcnderest, njpblest, purest 
^' love ?*• 
# ** I shouid think ^*" said Imogen, 

• faintly colouriiig, J 

^ And I .feel it,'* ;said the b^ton em- 
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phatically 5 '< the wonderful influence of 
" mind over female charms^ and the pas- 
«• sions they are capable of awakening, it 
*« scarcely yet understood in this half gothic 
•' day ; while man is even still struggling 
♦* with the prejudices, the ignorance, of 
'* those barbarous ages which succeeded 
•' to the all-illuminated day of wisdom, 
•' knowledge, and science ; woman, sa- 
*• tisfied in the omnipotence of her beauty, 
** neglects to assert those claims cm inteU 
•* Jcctual graces, which can alone confirm 
*' her empire over the understanding, exalt 
'* her influence over the senses, and ren- 
^* derthe charms of her mind seducing as 
«* those of her person,** 

*• But is there not something Utopian 
*' in this sketch of what female empire 
"might becon^ ?'* said Imogen with a 
smile : ** is it not a theory more beautiful 
" than practicable ?'* 

** If yD« can indeed entertain such ar 
" doubt," said the b^ron, «* I can only 
«*say that you are yourself the best proof 
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*' of the fallacy of your own sceptic posi- 
M tion; but lest you should object to 
** a solitary exception in general assertion^ 
^' I can at least bring classic authority to 
•' validate nr^y hypothesis. 

** In Greece, where beauty was deified, 
^' and the countless altars of the all-sub- 
" duing goddess smoked with the inccs* 
sant ofFertngs.of the most ardent vota- 
rists, womaii was still taught to appre- 
'* ciate the powers of mind (even those 
*' whose profession was but to charm the 
•' senses) ; loveliness and intelligence were 
'* almost inseparably connected, as she 
•* who conquered by her beauty confirmed 
•« her empire by her wit. Aspasia came 
♦* to Athens to teach eloquence from the 
*• lip of love. Socrates and Pericles be- 
** came her pupils : the former imbibed 
" the philosopbia amatoria at the feet of 
" his intelligent preceptress; and the latter, 
" enamoured of her intellectual charms, 
*' made her his wife. Epicurus, who 
*' studied ease of mind too much to 
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•* submit to the vicissitudes of passion, was 
/Mured into attachment for his puprl 
** Leonsium, by the persuasive Attic elc- 
''gance of her literary works and con- 
** versation ; and it was not the mere per- 
** sonal attractions of Pythias, the wife of 
** A. \>totle, which induced him to wish 
«' she could be deified, and r ceive the 
*' same worship as was paid to the god- 
♦' dess Ceres.*' 

«' If/' said Imogen, ** I was so excel- 
" lenl: a sophist as to controvert truths 
*' which are morally undeniable, I am yet 
" too much a woman to wish to deny a 
/'single assertion which could extend, 
*' even in the least degree extend, the em- 
*' pire of my sex. But Petrarch ! what 
•' would have become of the unfortunate 
. '* Pet I arch had the mind of Laura equalled 
«• her person ?'*-^** He had not then lived 
♦' to sing his woes,*' said the baron, ** but 
" had died in their endurance : and yet from 
*' the first era of his passion he despaired 
f' of obtaining its object ; for she was vir- 



ffC 



ST. DOMINICK. 289 

" tuoUSj and the faithful wife of another." 
— *' And can love survive hope?" asked 
Imogen earnestly.—*' I fear it can,'' sighed 
the baron, — " But not if pride and reason. 
'* exert their powers/* returned Imogen 
with animation. 

.«* Ah, Imogen ! is pride always victo- 
** rious in the combat with affection, or the 
** chili declamation of reason persuasive 
as the eloquence of the heart ?'* 

Not, my lord, if we aire determined to 
listen to the heart only ; if we are en- 
** amoured of the disorder and reject a 
** cure, as those who cherish weakness to 
** excite pi^y; or if we fancy bur case 
** desperate, when we are not even in 
** danger." 

*' That is, my fair casuist, you think 
" the heart is as liable to hypocondriae as 
*' the body." 
*' Exactly." 

'* Ah, Imogen ! It is for you only who 

' '^ are in rude health, to talk lightly of that 

" disease which shakes the invalid to dls^ 

02 
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** solution. In the words of a divine 
•^ English poet : 

" He jests at scars who never felt a wound." 

The baron, fixing his eyes on Imc^cn's 
face, sighed and shook his head. 

" But we are forgetting Petrarch, my 
'' lord. Though you quarrel wiih him as 
*' a lover, yet as a poet ** 

**Asa poet, and an amatory one, Pe. 
*' trach standi! almost unrivalled ; will you 
*' give me leave to introduce him to you 
'' as such, through the medium of a very 
t' indifferent translation ?" He then pre- 
sented Imogen a chair, and seating him- 
self beside her, translated, in very poetical 
language, Petrarch's beautiful sonnet of 
•* Dui^fi amorosi:'* yet he seemed rather to 
recite from memory than to read ; to utter 
the spontaneous effusions of his own heart, 
than of another's imagination; for while 
his eloquent lips did ample justice to the 
tender self-inquiries of the doubtful lover, 
his more eloquent eyes, beaming full on 
his auditress, illustrated the sensations he 
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described, and twice he repeated the im- 
passioned exclamation^ 



" Oh ! viva morte ! O, dillitoso male, 
" Comh puo tante in me— Sio nol co 



consento ? " 

with a sensibility of voice, an energy of 
manner, that spoke the perfect consonance 
of the sentiment with his own feelings. 
The pause which succeeded was eloquence 
itself; Imogen was the first to dissolve jhe 
spell of dangeroui? silence. Gently draw- 
ing the book from his hand, she replaced 
it with a volume 6f Torquato Tasso, thea 
with an air of playfulness said," ** Were F 
'* Tasso, I should be sadly jealous of this 
" monopolizing Petrarch.'* 

** Confess/' said the baron, seizing her 
hand, '* are you most anxious I should- 
" change the theme or the book ?" 

•* Both, both," said Imogen : ** to-day 
*' I am governed by the very soul of whim^ 
«' and should have run through the Alex- 
" andrian library with as much rapidity a3 
*f I am running through yours." 

* 

•' Come, then, my charming C^^jtvds^^V 
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•• will read at random the very page you 
•• have opened.'* It was the beautiful 
sonnet '* Se d'Icaro leggeste e di Fetonie^ 
(^c. &c.** and he read it with peculiar 
spirit and animation. ** You sec/' said 
he, closing the book, *V these Italians live 
•* but to love, and make the object of ' 
" their lives the theme of their writings.? 

•' We must believe it indeed," said 
Imogen ; '* if Petrarch and Tasso are the 
'•just representations . of their country .- 
*'' men, there is apparently, by this little 
*' specimen, a strong coincidence in their 
•rsentiments arid writings.*' 

" Arid in their lives a still stronger. 
*' Tasso, like Petrarch, was early in life 
'* forced to fly his native place, by the facr 
•* tion which disturbed it : and found a 
** patron in Alphonso, the second duke of 
»' Ferrara, as did Petrarch in Coligni, and 
* in the accomplished Leonora D'Este a 
•* Laura j but something more fortunate 
<* as a poetiqal enamorato. His sonnets 
«' have more of the fire of love than its 
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pathos; yet his passion for thecharmiiig^ 
princess D'Esce .was the efBcicnt caiis^ 
*'ofalI the sufferings that pursued- his 
*' chequered life : but he was brloved, and 
*r that; sweet conviction was an imperish- 
•'able source of felicity, of v/lirch evcil 
" his enemies could not deprive hnn." 

*' I think I recollect the Jady Magde- 
*' lainc saying," returned- Imogen, ** she 
*''Was at the court of Charles the Ninth* 
•* when Tasso \\^as introduced there by' 
*' Luigi, the cardinal legate." 

•' Yes," -said the baron, '' if reflects^ 
•f one solitary beam of light upon rhe 
" shadowy character of Charles, that ht 
*^ was sensible to the powers of genius. 
•« He received Tasso with the most llar- 
*« tering encomiums, and on his interccs. 
*' sion pardoned a poet condemned to 
*' death for some heinous crime." 

«* We are so much the creatures of cdu-. 
'* cation, that *tis possible, my lord, even 
*' Charles owed more of his vices to the 
«* example and precepts of those who sur- 
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*' rounded him, than to the innate vi- 
" cioLsness of his own disposition ; let us 
•* at least hope it, for the honour of hu- 
•' man nature." 

•' And you may add of learning and 
*• taste ; for Charles was by no means de- 
*' ficicnt in cither. I believe he ranks 
*' among our royal authors ; if his treatise 
''on hunting can be allowed* as asuffi- 
*' cient claim on the honours of author* 
•' ship.*' 

"Well, shall we go on with the ama- 
tory effusions of Tasso, or reconnoitre 
the charms of Italian prose ? Hei^e is a 
*' collection of charming noveletts by 
*' Bandello.** He then (wholly intent on 
amusing his prisoner) read through the 
interesting tale from which Shakspeare has 
taken the happiest of his dramas, Ro. 
meo and Juliet. When he . had finished, 
Imogen, the most animated of auditors, 
expreffed her opinion of the story with 
justness and taste, and thanked the baron 
with cxpiessions of the warmest approba- 
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tionfor his spirited and elegant tiansla** 
tion. 

"If indeed/* said the baron, " this' 
** very loose translation possessed the merit 
»* you so flatteringly ascribe to it, T should 
" have been less indebted for my inspira- 
" tion to the author than my auditress, 
^ on whose patience I fear I have made 

# 

•' very exorbitant demands ; but'* (with a. 

sigh he added), " hours such as these are 
•' rarely ^ent, and the regret I should 

" feel in being now obliged to relinquish i 
" the happiness they conferred would be 
** less, poignant, if L dared to encourage 
5' the hope that they would: this evening^^ 
" return.- That trumpet's shrill blast' 
"calls me to the duties of my pro- 
"fession; and an engagement to dine in 
** the tent of the duke de Biron, will give 
me a tedious interval of uninteresting 
existence, whose apathy shall heighten,^ 
*• by cpntrast, those animated and elegant 
•' enjoyments, reserved for happier mo- 
foments. Dare I/' he added in a suppli^. 

o 5. 
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eating tone, " reckon on the return ot 
*' these precious moments, so dear to the 
«' heart, the fancy, and the mind ?*^ 

Imogen, with great modesty, but with 
that air of peculiar w^i-z;^/^ which was all 
her own, and which ever gave point to her 
manners when her heart was interested, 
assured him the most tedious hours she 
should pass, would be those which should 
intervene till his return. Prudence and 
timidity hurried after the candid avowal of 
her heart ; but it could not be recalled, and 
the conscious blush which succeeded it 
did but heighten its effect. The baron, 
silent, but not insensible, bowed his gra- 
titude on her hand, too delicate in suih a 
moment even to raise that fair hand to his 
lips, and left the tent. When he was 
gone, Imogen, throwing herself on a sear, 
casta look round the tent; she did not 
think so confined and comfortable an apart- 
ment could wear so desolate an air as the 
absence of its master shed over it ; while 
€A. en the chair he had occupied, the book 
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he had turned down open on the table, as- 
sumed an interest from that circumstance ; 
yet her wish of indulging unrestrained the 
flow of feeling and thought that agitated 
her mind, lessened her regret for his tern- 
porary ajbsence. The visible change in his^ 
manners and conversation, so different from 
that of the former day, was the first object 
of her cogitatibn ; the impassioned senti- 
ments of fervid and impetuous affection 
no longer burst in all the eloquence of love 
from his lips, but gave way to that playful 
easy strain of gallantry, which even indif*^ 
ference can assume, but which the serious^ 
energy of passion disdains to use ; while on 
the subject of his union .with mademoiselle 

de V he was still mysteriously silent. 

His conversation,elegant and lively,appear- 
edsolely animated by the wish to entertain,, 
apparently unconscious that it instructed 
apd enlightened while it interested and 
amused ; it w^as the effusion of a rich 
and intelligent mind, a refined and cuici-. 
vatedtaatej but Imogen thought of the^ 
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impulsive dictates of an enamoured heart, 
which glowed in his recital the preceding 
day, and sighed — " Alas,*' said she, *' how 
*' great is the inconsistency of the human 
^ '* heart, when agitated by the conflicts of 
** reason and passion; oh! why should I 
•'regret what I should- so highly approve; 
•^ why deplore what I should so devoutly 
'* desire ? This interesting, this noble 
*' and virtuous being is the destined hus- 
*' band of another, every way deserving 
" of his tenderness and esteem: hfs gra- 
*'titudeto her, his duty to himself, his 
** father, and his king, demand the sa- 
*' crifice : the sacrifice! oh, Montargis, 
"will it indeed be a sacrifice.! — Foolish 
'^ heart ! how eagerly dost thou believe 
*' what it would be misery supreme to 
"doubt ; yet though this insuperable 
"bar did not exist, the object of thy 
" secret homage could ne'er be thine. 
" May'st thou with all thy keen and glow- 
** ing feelings moulder in thy kindred dust, 
«■ ere thy fond dotage impels Imogen de 
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•''St. Dorval to plant a dagger where ^he 
•'wounds inflicted by the fatal love of 
•' Julia de-Ribemont still rankks. Oh no! 
«' 'break with thy suiferings, but let thy 
*' last pulsation be the triumphant throb of 
*' virtue victorious over passion 1" 

Such was the train of reflection which 
agitated the tender bosom of the youthful 
prisoner, when the page who had hitherto 
attended spread an elegant collation ; and, 
like thesubtledwarfs which fairy love places 
near the beautiful persons of the enchanted 
damsels, whom some magician holds in 
'^ sad endurance,*' he. hovered round her 
with wakeful attention, seemed to antici- 
pate her wishes, and waited. on her with 
the grace of a Ganymede. His intelligent 
countenance and lively looks induced Imo-i 
gen frequently to address him, and his re- 
spectful manners, with a certain air of arch 
pertinence, repaid her for the condescen- 
sion in this instance, as in every other 
since she had been the prisoner of Mon- 
targi«. Imogen recognized the most re*» 
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fined delicacy, a delicacy which never 
slumbered. She would have shrunk from 
the gaze of hacknicd domestics, who, in 
the unhappy singularity of her situation, 
and the too pointed attention of the baron, 
might have found amiple food for imper- 
tinent surmise and vulgar curiosity ; but 
from the careless simplicity of the youth- 
ful page, who seemed not to have attained 
his fourteenth year; she had nothing to ap- 
^«hend. She had observed that whenever 
the baron withdrew or entered the tent, he 
always closely drew the curtain after him ; 
and that the page never left the outward 
apartment, which served as a kind of anti-- 
chamber. The page, as. usual, retired to 
his station when her solitary dinner was. 
removed ; and to banish the constant and 
dangerous subjects of her thoughts from, 
her heart and imagination, she took up the 
volume of Italian novels he had been read- 
ing ; andj from her perfect knowledge of 
the French and Latin languages, found no 
great difficulty in coming to the literal 
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sense of the author. But the spirit, the 
interest, the pathos, which the florid and 
elegant translation of the baron shed over 
the story, no longer captivated her willing 
attention. She wondered she had even 
bc^ amused, and recollected the poet 
who wrote execrable verses,^ but read them 
in so graceful a manner, and so melodious 
a voice, that what in perusal was contemp^ 
tible, in recitation was enchanting ; and one 
seducing idea of the fascinating reader of 
BandcUo soon lured her attention from the 
author. Resigning herself to the sweet strain 
of thought which love unallayed by every 
other sentiment awakened, she threw aside 
the book,, and clasping her hands, flung 
them over the back of the chair on which 
she sat, and gently pressed them with a 
dieek rosed with the blush of health and 
passiort, and dimpled with one of those 
tender frolic smiles^ which ever caught its 
s^^irit from some felicitous sensation. 

The bodkin which fastened up h^ hair 
had given way, and her unconfined tresse* 
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fell in rich disorder over her neck and 
shoulders. Thus lost in sweet abstraction 
:she had remained for a considerable time, 
when the broad mass of light which flixshed 
tiirough the scarlet curtains of the tent 
sudtJenly became obscure ; and Imogen, 
raising her eyes to discern the cause, be- 
held it sldwly withdrawn,^and several heads 
appeared, each towering over the other> 
and all animated by an exprcssionof sur-^ 
prise, curiosity, triumph, and admiration, 

Imogen involuntarily uttered an excla^ 
mation of surprise, and arose in great con- 
fusion : the curtain instantly closed, and 
the groupe retired. Almost in the same 
instant the page entered: his face flushed, 
his consternation evident ;.; falling at Imo- 
gen's feet he exclaimed : 

** Lady, J am lost if you tell my lord.** 
Imogen obliging him to rise, he continued: 
" Certainly I was to blame to leave the 
« antichamber; but who could have fore. 
^f seen ? yet I promised my lord iiot to 
.'»4eave the tent ; no, not for. a moment : 
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'* no gentleman would then have dared ta 
" intrude, because they knew I would tell 
'^ the baron. But Antonine, the little 
" drummer, so famous at quoits, was play- 
** iiig not fifty paces from the tent^ and I 
*' left it for a moment. The gentkmen, 
'* who saw me I suppose, took that oppor- 
" tunity/' 

Iniogen^ who now understood the cause 
of his terror, assured him she would con« 
ceal the circumstance from his lord, and 
asked wfho the jntTuders were ? 

The p^e's countenance brightenii^, he 
exclaimed : " Pardie, Jady, they wene no 
*' common intruders cither. There was 
*' first monseigneur the marquis deSancy, 
" colonel of the Swiss guards ^ and my 
" lord high constable de Montmorency, 
** and the young count de Chateauneuf, 
** and some others. To confess the truth, 
" lady, they have been all hovering about 
'' the tent since it was known that my 
*» lord's prisoner was a beautiful young lady 
" df high quality, especially the. marquis 
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•• dc Sancy-, tvho is a rare pleasant gcntle- 
•' man as any in the camp. To-day he 
•* met my lord the baron coming out of 
** the tent, and I heard him say it was not 
agreeable to the laws of war he should 
monopolize the richest spoil to himself, 
5' and prayed to be introduced to you. 
'* My lord looked g^-ave, and said him 
•^ nay. ' Then take care/ said the mar- 
quis ; * when the gallant king returns 
from Folambray he will shew himself as 
little of the Scipio as yourself, baron.* 
•« Yes, that' was the word : on which my 
•* lord looked graver still, and said he was 
" only waiting for an audience from the 
** king to have you restored to your friends, 
•^ who were of illustrious rank. Then he 
'* drew the marquis away by the arm, and 
« I heard no more. But I am sure the' 
'» marquis must have bribed the sentinel ' 
•^ to gain admittance, and if my lord 
«• knew it he would doubtless send him a 
«« cartel." 
Jpiogcn, extremely tportified gnd shock- 
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ed, and who now saw her situation in a 
new and humihating light, assured the 
page she would not betray him, and he 
retired satisfied and grateful ; while the 
hint he had insinuated of the cartel deter- 
mkied her not to reveal the incident, which, 
however insulting to her, might endanger 
a life a thousand times more precious iii 
her eyes than her own. At that moment 
the baron entered. Her recent agitation 
still flushed her complexion to its deepest 
tint, her beautiful hair still hung in negli* 
gent disorder, and the delightful emotiohi 
she had a moment before indulged in had 
not yet withdrawn their sweet and tender 
expression from her countenance. Co- 
quetry would have triumphed in the wild 
and bewitching disorder which invested 
the air, the person, and manner, of the 
fascinating prisoner when the baron ap- 
peared. 

" And whence this fresh blaze of beauty, 
*' my charming captive ?" said he, gazing 
earnestly at her. " Have you been on 
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*« another embassy to Proserpine more pro- 
*' pitious than the former ?*' 

" No/' said Imogen gaily, " I have only 
•' made an expedition to the r^ions oif 
*• Fancy, and have not yet recovered from 
*' the influence of her inspirations.'* 

** And if Fancy could boast of her own 
f * apotheosis, $he would doubtless fix on 
'* thee as her high priestesis, who equally 
•' feel and inspire her brightest visions. • 
•* How rich would her altars" then be in 

offerings, and how many who came to 

worship the deity would turn apostate, 
•*and adore the priestess/* 

** And you, my lord, I should suppose, 
<» were already invested with the sacerdo- 
<* tal stole, and presided among the high 
** priests of gallantry over that court 
«' established in this province by your own 
•* provincial troubadours.'** 

— ■ 

-* The high court of late was established in Picardy, 
the constant rival of Provence, by the tpoubadours. 
It had its plaids etjeux sous I'ormelt consisting of knight* 
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** No/' said the baron smiling, '* I can- 
*' not boast of such an honour; but were 
'^ faith and devotion sufficient to obtain 
'' it, I should rank high in the album sanc^ 
** torum of love, for I am an enthusiastic 
" devotee, capable of attaining to the most 
"daring heights of amorous fanaticism, 
" worshipping the deity in spirit and in 
*' truth; and, like the members of the Greek 
*} church, doing homage to the pictui'e of 
" my tutelar saint, not by prostration, but 
" by a kiss.^* The baron drew a miniture 
from his bosom, and, having devoutly 
pressed it. to his Kps, presented to the eye 
of Imogen the lively resemblance of the 
novice of St. Dominick ! ** Yes," said he^ 

and ladies of high rank exercised and approved in 
courtesy, who assumed a judicial power in matters 
of (he most delicate nature ; nor did their decrees re- 
ceive cflfect from the voluntary submission of the con- 
stituent members only ; the general courtesy of the 
times stamped them with unquestionable authority, 
and the legislation itself did not refuse to sanction 
them with its approbation. 
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fondly gazing on it, *' a saint fiom whose 
** lips I first received the purest osence of 
** true religion, and whose sublime senti- 
•' ments even at her feet I Vowed should 
*• be my orthodoxy." 

A rapturous recollection flashed like 
lightning over the memory of Imogen^ and 
she beheld herself in the gallery of Mont- 
morell, the suppliant minstrel at her feet: 
for a moment she gazed in extreme emo- 
tion on the picture, while, as the baron 
again pressed it to his lips, a secret delight 
thrilled through her heart ; but the sweet 
eflrusion Was but transient, it faded before 
the chill suggestion of prudence, that the 
picture of the lady de St. Dorval should 
not remain in the possession of the baron 
de Montargis, the husband of the lady de 

V , and she coldly said, '* To have 

*^ secretly drawn my picture, and to have 
** bestowed it on another, was an unjust- 
'• tifiable action in Theodore: in you, my 
-«' lord, it will be but an act consonant to 
*« your usual delicacy to restore it to the 
^* original." 
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*' Or else/* said the baron sportively, 
" I suppose you will cite me to appear in 
'* the high court of love, and oblige me 
'* to be tried by the degrees of the preaux 
•* chevaliers and priuse dames of which it is 
*' composed." 

'* Your gaiety my lord/' said Imogen, 
deeply wounded by what appeared to her 
agitated feelings the very levity of indif- 
ference, " is very enviable /* and, in spite 
of every effort to restrain them, the tears 
jushed to her eyes. 

The baron started, the hilarity of his 
countenance fled, and, with a look of the 
strongest emotion, he pursued the pearly 
drops that stole down the cheek of Imo- 
gen, repeating in a tone of perturbation, 
*' My gaiety ! God of heaven ! Enviable ! 
•' Am I then so finished, so very finished 
** an actor ? has the necessity, the dread- 
" ful necessity, of self-subjection so stampt 
*' the traces of dissimulation on me, that I 
*' can appear nothing but the thing I anri 
" not ? Oh God ! why must I conceal a 
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'^ feeliflg from her, by whom alone every 
** feeling is governed ? Why can I not un- 
"fold my whole soul, oh, Imogen ! to thy 
"investigation? Alas, no! Coward like, 
^*I strive to conceal its weakness, its secret 
« workings, its conflicting passions, even 
«* from my own observation. I strive to 
^* dream myself into, delusion, and shun 
*« the truth with horror. I would fancy I 
•^ am all I appear to be, and cheat rny heart 
«« into the belief it bled not in anguish 
" beneath the veil of this all-enviable 
" gaiety. Enviable ! merciful heaven ! 
'^ The wretch who, condemned to die a 
" death of agony, yet clings in life's sur- 
viving hopes with an heart stretchedupon 
the wheel of insupportable suspense, 
*' revels in bliss compared to what / have 
** suffered since thy presence has again 
" revived those emotions, those sentiments, 
^* which fate vainly opposes, and which I 
'* hourly feel are interweaving their in- 
" fluence with my very existence. It is in 
*' vain I would have taught myself to for- 
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get thee ; it was in vain I said ibe cam 
never be mine ; yet still thy idea^ li|ce ^e 
glowing mildness qf an evening sun^> 
** stole o*er the horizon of memory,- and 
** shed its vital beam on an heart which* 
*' again from the sphere of love receives 
'* its every motion. Oh, Imogen I with- 
" draw^not this precious hand from me. 
" It is not yet criminal to imprint on it 
^* the effusions of a soul, which fronv the» 
•' moment I first beheld thee was all thy 
** own 2 it is not yet criminal to gaze on 
»' that countenance, whose sweet intelli* 
"gence betrays the union of our minds, 
«' the sympathy of our mutual feelings : it 
** is not yet a crime to dare to love th^. 
*' A crime 1 O God ! to love tljee as thou 
** art worthy to be loved, is to love virtue 
" in its purest essence and fairest form !" 

' Imogen,overwhelmed,dissolved,amazed, 
struggling between the conflicts of duty, 
reason, pride, and love, released her hand, 
and faintly said : ^' My lord, you forget 
^* that it is the baron de MontargLs who 
VOL. ir. p 
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' • ' ' r **^/ 

^ «ddfcw« the -daiighiftr 6f the count dc 
^fe. -Dbrval-; tW it is the betrothed hus- 

«i bfthd of the lady de V-^ who — — ** ^ 

*•■ Forget !** iitte^upted the baron, *' for- 
••get 5 Oh, would I could indeed foxget ! 
••UouW I could indeed resign myself to 
•* the sweet iKusion that I was still the 
•• minstrel ofProvencCy and thou the novhce 
^*of St. Dominickt 0\ Imogen! were 
•* such indeed our rank and lot in life, 
'* the heart, the imagination, luxuriate in 
*« the unambitious felicity which mighthave 
''then been ours ; then the baleful breath 
*« of hereditary discord had not blasted our 
'♦opening joys ; the chilling influence of 
**' interest bad not frozen our bl^jshing 
'*^ loves even in their spring of beauty 5 the 
•«* daring views of self-wrapt ambition hajl 
*' not trampled on the best affections of 
**'the heart, nor the jstern voice of duty 
'^ fbrbic;! that union whic'h love had formed 
**and virtue consecrated 4 all that this 
** world can give of bliss had been ours^ 
*• and the tender heart would have hcen 
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*♦ spared! the lingering, torture of throb- 
** bingin sad despondency through count- 
" less ages of despair and sorrow !" ^ 

The baron had again taken the hand of 
Imogen, and as he concluded a burning 
tear dropt upon its snowy surface ; that tear 
was indeed the eloquence of a heart whose 
feeling mocked the power of expression. 
Imogen impulsively pressed the h^nd 
which grasped hers, then turned aside her 
head and wept, faintly exclaiming: •* Leave 
** mc I oil in mercy leave me 1" The 
baron seizing both her hands, imprinted 
them with an ardent kiss — '* Imogen, one 
«« word, and 1 obey thee. Whence flow 
•^ these tears ? spring they from a kindred 
••source with those that filled my eyes? 
' «• Imogen ! — forgive ! — but— dost thou in- 
' •• deed deplore the severity of that fate 
^' which drives me to despair? Wcepest 
•• thou in pity or in love? Oh, Imogen!" 
gently insinuating his arms around her, 
and straining her to his breast, ** da our 
♦; hearts how beat against each other IcvaiL 

r 1 
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" the kindred sympathy of passion^ or <to 
** I feci the throb of thine less ardent than 
** my own ? Oh no that glance was my 
*' assurance/* 

•* Leave me, I supplicate/' she faintly 
exclaimed, withdrawing herself from the 
baron's glowing fold. 

" In a moment such as this, Imogen, 
'• leave thee ! Oh, not for worlds !" 

Modesty and pride rook the alarm. 
'^ My lord, I command you to leave me !" 
said the daughter of St. Dorval, in a voice 
full of dignity, and flinging the baron from 
her; who, catching her robe as sheretreated, 
exclaimed: ** Imogen, what is it you fear ? 
*' Beaming in innocence, supreme in thy 
•' own strength, the radiant asgis of virtue 
** shields thee equally from attaint and 
** danger." 

•* But not /torn insult,^* returned Imogen 
indignantly, ard retired to the inner divi-* 
sion af the apartment, closely drawing the 
curtain which screened it. 

The profound sighs of the baron only 
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pierced this slight barrier, which virrue 
honoured by virtue rendered inviolable. 
Not even by a word did he prophane the 
silence offended delicacy imposed ; and 
after having remained for a few minutes in^ 
the attitude Imogen had left him, his arms 
still outstretched to detain her, he rushed 
froiti the tent* When Imogen was assured 
of his departure, she flung herself on htr 
couch, and^ giving full scope to the tide 
of erhotion that swelled her heart, wept 
tears of real anguish ► For the first time 
she considered the passion the baron pro- 
fessed for her as equally* derogatory tb her 
principles, her delicacy, and her pride. 

*' He has at last,'*^said she, " dropt the 
•^ veil. He confesses his tenderness, if it 
'• merits the titlt, had no object in view 
*^ save the grarifieation of temporary pro- 
** pensity. From the first he knew I could 
*^ never he bis. Another had hh vows, his 
*• respect, his gratitude ; while I, alUbe- 
«*licvingand all-deceived, was still con- 
^aldieredas the object of idle dalliance^. 
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** receiving with fond credulity avowals of 
** unsanctipi>ed love, niy pride, n|y duty^ 
** my reason, should have rejectecj. But 
M who would have been deceived as I 
•^ was, and doated op deception ?" AH 
the baron's perfections, his insinuating 
graces,, his noble mind, hrs genius and vir^ 
tuesi rushed pn her dissolving heartj ani} 
pa^fiQn held annomemary triumph^ ^Mt if; 
>9ras but' ;inoiuenUryw '*Np,'' w4 lm>^ 
gtn, v L never can j^e hW ; 4>f ^sji^d it ; l?ut 
♦* yet he knows ipe not f he kiiowf r^t tk^ 
*' powers of that mind, of which he hai 
*« made the heart's weakness the criterion^ 
^' / wi/l not languish Jbrougb countless ages 
^^ of despair and sorrow. And yet, I could 
** have loved him I could ! oh God I — but 
•' it is over ! 1 can also cease to love wh^n 
•* virtue commands it. My passiem^ arc 
•* human, but I have no commoQ mipd, 
" I feel I have not ; I always felt it, even 
in the convent of St. Dominick, though 
all-dependent on the bputrty pf iti 
menibcrs* My heart sfi,all §ul>piit t9 ^J 
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reason, though it burst in the struggle. 
My mother I my sainted mother ! 1 will 
emulate thy virtues, and thy errors shall 
be my beacon; for thine also, like thy 
child's, were the errors of love And thou 
my father, who lookest up to me for diat 
«* beam of bliss that is to gild the evening 
"of thy stormy life, thoii shalt not look. 
^ in vain." At the recollection of her 
father Imogen's tears" flow^ afresh* sa\d 
his probable kiiFerings ow her iiccobnt 
4-ushed to her mind ; ' ivhile a keen self.re- 
proach that so liftle of her thoughts bad 
lately been devoted to him wrung her 
heart, and added to the conflicts of her 
mind* 
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CHAP. XVIII, 

Most sacred fyrci, thai biirnest mightily 

In JiTing breasts^ yktndled first ab»v<$ 

Among the eternal spheres and lamping sky. 

And thence poured mto men, which men cftU iope^ 

Not that same which doth base afifectlon move 

In bniifish minds. 

But that sweet fitthat doth true beauty love, 

And chuseth virtue for its dearest dame, _ * 

Whence springs all noble deeds and never-dyini^ fame • 

Well did antiquity a god thee doom. 

Spenser.— JFWrjr Queen^ 

To urge bold virtue*s unremitted nerve. 
And wake the strong divinity of soul . 

Akensidc* 

Imogen had passed the night in xt%%r^ 
Kss agitation ; her transient repose was 
broken by starts of causeless horror, or by 
dreams of frightful import ; and when to- 
wards the morning dawji exhausted natyne 
had plunged her into a deep and heavy 
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deep, she was suddenly awakened by a re- 
peated discharge of ffte arm^ that shook 
the couch on which she reposed. A ne^w^ 
sct^c of danger assailed her heart. She 
had npt taken ofF her cloaths the preceding 
aight ; she now rushed from her couch to 
the outward apartment ;= it was empty, a$ 
ivas the antichamber. 

. .The firing continued, and noise and' 
tumult roared on every side* Im<^er^ 
l^reathless and" panting, endeavoui^d to 
collect her scatterjod thoujghts. Bangepand 
the bftfon de Moiitargts alone presented 
themselves to her mind*, j^that moment 

the page entered; followed^ by an officer. 

He advanced to Imcgen; and* said : '* The 

*^ bftum. de Moncargisj,, rtkacbm^. conimends 

•' him to you/* 

^'Heiasafe, Iht^r.'' bteathtessly in-^ 

terrupted Imogen. 
^**I hope aoi madami'^ returned the 

stranger ; *« buti&/i is a post of danger. The 

^ besieged haVe made a jor//^ and a forious. 

f* atbtck on one of the outposts^ whichi 
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<^ tjit b^Kt^n ha^ tmen erd^^ to suce^m. 
^ A$hcmo\m,ttd his horse he wrote a few 
^ li^c^Gn thi$^ahp>of paj^o* s theft folding 
^^ iti iQundthb tri^ket^ which he said bc« 
^ Idiiigedtahia illustrious prisoner^ bade 
** qie to deliver it iiitoher owh haads. thca 
f ^' i*usl>€d to the sc^nr of action/* 

The officer presented the little |>acket 
jo« the tremhliBg tmogeni and with a re^ 
$|>ect&t bone retired. feQ<%t?a fhu^ her^ 
&9l£,^>ii a^chaff : fora moniefll^eps^v^ ol 
^lA mQtion^ sjj^c could nMopsa^ilie picketi 
ft^ ki^t her tteti^bling handa unlbtded 4^. 
sooi^thing fcU^ she suppose it to be'hej 
pwn picfture; iark) let it lie oa the gfiHiiW^ 
^l^e she i^dthefoi^mr^billcir^ ^ 
: 5^ Bear not foiprfiy^clf i; the guaiadiim api;. 
rfc o£ innocence and virtud hovef^ round 
thee t the God. €^; gCK)dnie& b tb]r shields. 
It am rushing to battle^ pohi^. to d^tb; 
J^this*.houcisitt)g:Ja«l:, it will :,bcait . least 
^le mofit gloriot^qf my life^ Then coiii^ 
«end?tbee to die king ar paerson j he- *ill 
m^topeLthee to^y father : :.and giv^t^ iri-v 
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closed a pkce in thy bosom^ for JJoi Uf<^ or 
death its original ivas all thy awn« 

. •«Dt Monta^cms*. 

^* I cannot part with thy beloved resem- 
blance until the heart which now beats 
against it shall cease to throb. Again < 
thine, fpr ever thine J' 



Tmogeni almost lifeless^ &li back oir her 
chair. She seemed for? the first. tkne tb 
^cslskehved* Hope for a inon|s»it revived 
her^ failing senses*. 

." He is in nod anger/ *^said thfe j^^V*^^^ 
«• world he wsfts borni to servey^^toLa^rff, . 
•* to instrtictj , ha&>yer grd^t and uMaStis^ 
♦*fiid claims tn him; aad - ^ Px^ovldante : 
*^*wiU spare him as its best repf<^faijiiive 
^«on earth l^* She then: took uff the* 
trinket ; it. wasa small gold Case, wWdhi 
opened by a Spring/ and • Ifhog^il bete=il4l k 
beautiful and striking r^emblAfccfecif-tRfe 
baron de Montaigis . inhis -minstrel ifcabif. 
She. pressed it to her Hps*and to hcf h^Hfrf ; ; 
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iand> whfte thc<firing cqritinued with fresh 
force and awakened new fears^ she dropt 
on her knexs. Her heart offered up prayers 
of supplication for the safety of its object, 
while every shot that reached her ear seem- 
ed tq wound that tender anxious heart m 
its tnost vital nerve, ^he firing at last 
ceased. Sheflewtothc outward apafttnent, 
and dispatched the page to learn if all was. 
over, if his lord was safe ; but befoi^ the 
boy returned the firing was again rcn^wpi-t^ 
and Imogen agiiB tremJ^dj pra>ed» aii4 
wept. The boy at last returned. 
: :^lt rraifi wcr," cxclainfied he joyCuHy i 
" my lord has beat the poltro<m$ back^ 
«' and'— t-" ** Is h scdt f*' was all th« 
tremjbHhg Imogen could utter. The page 
losu^ the hi}arky thajt aniniaied hiscoun- 
tewi^ee, r^lurnpd I *vMy Cordis, I fcar> 
^ sadly wounded. Just naw, as he led a 
«' prisoner $vf great consequence to the 
<^ ki|ig!3;;te|)t, I perceived be walked with 
« diflSculty, h^ looked p^le^. and his. scail 
«! was l^aihed in higpd*'*; 
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Iinogen clung to a ch^r for s^ipport; her 
heart dkd wichin her bosom ; sheatiempt- 
cd to speak^ tut her lips moved in silence. 
The boy, looking oa her compascioiiatdy, 
said t "But I may be mistaken, lady. T 
•' wHl run ami bring you a better account.** 
He flew out et the te^t^. and Imogen sunk 
di the chair in- a> sta^e Of d<«adliil sus- 
pense, vibraQng^betweea hope alxl terror,. 
^t€twx^\y^ the puey of either ; her eye tear-, 
ks^, hear ch^^k pate^ her hand* cia$ped ;: 
near half aiki hour had ela^^ed when afbotw: 
step w« he^fd on the outskle apartmcofi 
she curtain was drawn, and the bairohhim-^ 
self ^peaned;. 

Hi& looks were haggard and ghastly^ 
his complexion colourless, his arnfi bound 
in a scarf stained with bloods Imogei> 
wifh a mikt exclamation of joy and horrorj^ 
sprung fosward tameet him,, and fell sense- 
less at his feet» 

The energy of her spirit^^ the strength 
of her feelings, vanquished the weakness 
of a frame greatly debilitated' by the re^ 
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peated agitations bf her mb^/She almost 
instantly recovered^ and found herself sUfi^ 
ported in the baron's arms. With a look 
of tender inquiry she raised her eyes to 
his, but suddenly let them fall, abashed hf 
the expression of his triumphant ghnce. 
The baron did not» ccHild net, spdak $ his» 
heart was too full to give expression to its- 
fedings, though his ivhdle ^oul aixnam in hii^ 
eyes, and fluttered on hislipsi. !tfe p«£Uf^ 
ihe hand he held to his forehead and his^ 
heait; ttansport breached in his shiM--- 
heaved sighs, and delight an^ gratitude 
shone in his smiles. At that moment, two^ 
surgeons, followed by some of the baron' s> 
attendants, entered the tenc» Itnogm's 
ieafs again took the alarm, as with profes-^ 
sional pomposity these gendemen spread; 
out as many bandages^ instruments,. &e^. 
&€• as might serve a military hospital after 
a general engagement,. Mer cheek again 
grew pjlle, and- she perceived net she was> 
an object of more attention and observa-»i 
tion to the bystanders Jthan the^baron him^ 



t$dU The baroQ wiiji a lobk fiilt of do^ 
^uenq^ Md in a low yoice^ tntreated her 
CO reiirei but as the woaai, dioiigh it had 
i>iedjCopioU8l7« was ibiit aHght; and a Ii|tlfc 
above the w/ist^ so that it was only requi-» 
ttte to tuck tip the sleeve ai his habit to 
dres9 it^ Imo^n'ls courage nitufiied^ Mi^ 
matod bf joy, and the smilinglf said^ 
<' Are you then^ my lord^ so little versed 
♦* in the mlcsofx:hiv^ry I Was there ev«r 
^^ yet a brave and gallant knight who wbea 
V wounded did not prefer trmting for hk 
^ cure to the skill of some faircbmsel than 
** to j^culapius himsdf ?" 

The baron onty answered her gaiety 
nvithasmile full of expression^ and she 
continued to hover round him with en^ 
tiearing attention, tearing the bandages and 
agisting the surgeons to bind up the 
wound^ afad saying repeatedly to herself 
«* Surely this I would do for a^ stmnger.** 

Meantime the baroa continued silent^ 
but his speaking glance pursued her every 
fiction*. Imogeaobserved the paleness of 



hiitcftec3^/ahd shepmsent^d him a gtes 
ofcQzidiak Hcgeatly put it b«cJCj an# 
Mid Jn isr low vdips r '^ThoO Ha$r already^ 
** presented me zn elixin^ rfic elixir of life 
"JtsdfL*' ^ ■ , 

( Iimo^en^ colouring and' smiling*, pcmred 
outa scGond; glass; txyuched it i;vitlt her 
Wg^^ aqd^ presenting Hira anothei\ said i- . 
: " Da yoU then tB&se to pledge me f* 
. The-|:nitYm.puc aside the eup »he blTered 
Wththcaitj and .took ofran tfcbe; and 
;Sqat^hii^ ?he glass her Jipl^ had enriched, 
^uai!edit^, and* bowed; on the hand to 
which he returned it-. 

The surgeons, and attendants^ witba k)ofc 
of important significancei nstired.. Their 
looks had not escaped the sensitive delicacy 
of Imogen.:, andwhensheagain £i3jund hei:^« 
self alone with, the baron, covered with 
confusion, she rp|iredto a distant part of 
the tent ; while this: incident of the pre-i. 
ceding evening, an^ the sentiments :4nd 
determinationsit g^^ise to,, rushed acrosi 
her. mind, and stood, opposed to the v^^ 
dtt emotion.of the present moment*. 
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Artless and unsophisticated, equally the 
child of nature and of reason, she had not 
the power to conceal those feelings she had 
strength of mind to determine on subju«, 
gatkig. A fter a long and impressive silence, 
during which the baron's countenance be- 
trayed the strongest agitation, he arose, 
and seating himself by Imogen, in a voice 
full of emotion, said : 

'* Imogen, the struggle is over, the vie- 
•* tory is thine f Thy virtue, thy tender- 
♦* ness, have effected what even thy beauty 
^* and thy genius could not accomplish. 
*' The prejudices of seci^ the rancour of 
^' hereditary hatred, the influence of ty- 
rannic duty, fastidiousness of a false 
sense of honour, and the splendid lureS 
*♦ of interest and ambition, all, alllie van- 
•* quished, and love, virtue, and Imogen, 
^' are alone triumphant ! Nay, sweet maid, 
** hear me out iii patience, then resolve, 
•^ decide for me ; be thou my destiny, fo^ 
** in thy hands I jMacte %he future fete^ of 
f my existeniJe,* ^'^ ' - ' . * ./ - ' 
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r '* In?Pg^ni I l^i tfocc inr a^tate of mind 
«• la$t night which it were vajn to agitate 
f thine by describing. It was a dreadful 
5^ conflict : even now I shudder at thecock 
*^ test my reason and my hearty my dut^ 
.^^ 4nd my lovc> sustained* Oh, Imogen ! 
«' give rfl^e .thy pity, while I confess that I 
f* bdli^y^ both reason and duty cob(i- 
^* manded me for ever to rqs^ ?h<^ for 
-^ »^a^ ariQleoin tie h^ bound me to 
^ 4W>f Jief i' an4 tliQu wert^-^the davighter 
f* of ^/» GarvaU Yes, it wasia the ovfr* 
^^ flow of fllial tenderness and filial dufy^ 
'*^ wh^ fivy mind was mreafceiied by sia|{er«- 
** ingi and my frame dcbiliuted by sick*^ 
^» ncss $ when I gunk in my father?s armi^ 
^' oppressed by his tenderness as he wept 
Mteai^ <>f joy over his recovering son; 
** while the lovely preserver of my liberty 
^^ and life «tood beskie w^ shared in our 
^^ transports, and mingled tier tears with 
^< Ours; it was then I suffered my father 
«' to place wtff haod in HorSi^, find — 0\ 
55 Imcgen 1 spare me At rest y duty and 
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gratituofe triumphed, and thou wcrt-— 

icsignedl 

'* Theday ofmy mprmge with nmdc-* 
*^moisclIe dc V — -^(wbo had merit and^ 
*\ charms t^ awakejt a' pasBion which I 
* I could never feelj-was fixed. I. had dc* 
*' termiaed never more to behold thee t 
^ but from xxvf fethcr (who had sa eaidf 
^^ fniwje bifn«lf the master of the secret 
^^oi SUfhatJic termed mjr) romantib passiony 
^\ i hid uetetvcd aia-opaiii! tharpreyioai tdr 

** thit m^riMntoUs dajr^ be wmM rosmitt 
*« chop f«)wti« cruel destiny which Awiitu 
"* ed thee, and provide for thee a gejiiforC. 
*• able independeoce* 

** J bad every reliance on thp humanky 
♦^ of my fathof $ heart, the rectitude df 
''^ his mind, and I guaranteed his promise 
** by a solemn vow that I would never give 

'* my hai^ to madcmoiseHe de Vfp-^^till 

*Mt was performed. 

^' Poth events were ddayed by tSie per« 
** turbatioiiof pdbllcafiiairs* My father 
"^ iild myaeif ^cre i^iged to fitUow i}^ 
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«* king to the .sieges of Aix-la-Chapellc 
*' and Laon. and mademoiselle de V 
*« remained witK her aunt at Paris. Tflicnj, 
•• Imqgen^ an accident the mos* extraor- 
^5 dinary gave th<ee back to riie in a skua-^ 
** tioh the most interestii^^ the most 
^ heifloiit* The common-place qualifica* 

•* tions of mademoiselle dc V shrunk 

** before the more than mortal viitues of 
** my lovely heroine.. Beaming in beauty, 
<* emiAent in genius^ supreme ia virtue^ 
^ at one moment I beheld thee opposing 
*< thyself to death in ks most dreadful 

aspect^ to save a new-found father's life ; 

the next, all souKdissolving^ softness, alf 
*^ bewitching insinuation^ delicate though 
!• play fill, reserved though tender, thy 
H mind endued with more than manly cou- 
** J^^^r ^hy heart with more thian woman's 
!? softness ! Now, from thy lip of love, I 
'* caught the precept of wi^dom^ and of 
5^ knowledge r arid^ now an a voice of 
" spheral melody received file purest dA- 
<' cumettts of sehtiment .and; 'iiisti,:r #MLd^ 
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the unlriddefi blu^ies of thy modest 
cheeky the feeling throb of thy unso-* 
^^ phisticat^Ki heart, contributed, with thy 
^'mind's intelligence and thy person's 
^charms, to renovate a passion which 
^* time, absence, reason, and duty, might 
" have faded into a dear and tender re- 
"collection of its once adored object, 
" but which, at sight of thee, in all thy 
** blaze of excellence, again seized on my 
" heart with more than all its fonher power, 
^' circulates through every vital artery, and 
*' forms my very soul. Yet, Imc^en, I 
*• checked the tide of passion, stifled 
" every sigh, and struggled with my 
*' wishes ; and hadst thou still been cold^ 
I had haply still been silent. 
But oh, my sweet friend! last night 
" that heart, whose soft pulsation answer- 
*« ed to the throb of mine, that glance 
^* whose glowing beam shot hope and joy 
**over every kindling sense* — God of 
^ heaven ! sure it was an effort more than 
V mortal, that in that ecstatic moment tore 
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;" hate frofri thto, ©r iratWrr OTy ^ wat thy 
/* better leawn triUmphed^a" ftuW* THc 
^< nigltf whkh fittccecdddita that tMit^m 
H Qf imnaieot :ftlkit^ was di^ead^l^niy 
^ mipd .>a& t^ra by bmipportafate €4>ti^ 
** ftiiCts ; the Jong smd unrequited tender- 
'Vne$(i (^ 4n sin^i^blo woman, m-f hcmotir 
« a6 '3oleinnl jf en^iged^ my duty to my 
*' father^ to my king, opposed to love, to 
*' ha|>piness, and Imogen. Oh, I mog^n 1 
^ thou whose eveiry passion is the wtHing 
•' subject of thy reason i thou canst fortti 
*• no idea of that raging fever of. the 
" mind wjien ; struggling becw«a the 
** €on6icts of the passion and the reason. 
•* Overcortie by the contest, yes still unde^ 
•' cidcd to whkh to ass^ the Victory, 
*' in this mbment of awful hesitation, I 
f« was called on for corporal exertion, 
" when the mind was& weakened aind dc- 
•* bilitated, for animal courage when moral 
«' vigour was subdued ; yet the wild irrita- 
** tion of my feelings nerved my arm. I 
M Slew to the hottest ^spot in the scene of 



«< mctian, btit not untit i hid intt^mttd 
*^ inyking in tky fkvour^ not until I sent 
<< tfaecsome faiiir rcmembramce of ik love 
^5 which, evea in the mocnent when death 
•' hottred o*er nw, ftHe^ my heart with 
<<tbeealone» 

•• Yea, Imogen^ even iit the battle's 
.•• fiercest fury thjr image still piirsued me, 
^* awakened a theasand fender fears for thy 
*^ safety^ suspended my up«-tifted arm^ and 
^^ left my fame in danger; it was in a mo* 
*f mcnt such as this I received this wound, 
*«ohl it was love himself inflicted it — 
^' precious wound 1 it is to you I owe that 
*' undisguised, that unreserved avowal of 
*^ tenderness which nature, under the in«» 
^* fluence of terror, betrayed in thy fears fbt 
•«' my safety ; thy tendemessj/ thy anxiety, 
^ thy active solicitude, biM me thine for 
«• ever. Nay, my sweet friend, hear me 
•^ out, bear with me yet a little longer ; to 
^' break that inviolable contract my heart 
*^ first made with thine would now alone 
^^ be dishonour ; all the persuasion I was 
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•' master 6f I u*d to win thjr lore, nor 
*' luBt thou denied I was successful : thy 
^^ happiness is now involved in mine ^ my 
«^ own I could sacrifice, thine I dare not, 
*' not even to gratify a fattier' s ambition. 

•' No, there is no law, natural or moral, 
*' whic}| obliges a child to oiier himself, 
•' and what is dearer than himself,- a vo- 
" luntary victim on the akar of psuiental 
^' authority. I possess a free moral agency. 
■^ I am capable of judging of what can 
«* constitute my own happiness or misery,^ 
•' and when virtue sanctions my views of 
** the former, heaven itself would frown 
•* on its cowardly resignation, and virtue 
^* equally forbids me to abandon thec^ or 
•' repay the tenderness and virtues of thy 
•' rival with hypocrisy and deceit; oh! say, 
*« i^hall I unite her destiny to that of a 
*< man who can only render her miserable 
" as hiniself, or shall I reqmte the candid 
" avowal of her love by feigning with coun- 
^^terfeit affection to return her tenderness ? 
'' or openly strike at her heart by that un- 
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<^ disguised coldness and disgust uhich 
•' would be the result of a union so repug- 
^nanttomine? No, I am not so ac- 
complished a villatn ; not yet so deeply 
plunged in simulation ; I ani even still 
more to be pitied than condemned^ 
"^^'morc unfortunate than guilty. - You 
*' only, oh Imogen ! have I wronged, 
^« when I resigned thee whom heaven had 
'* assorted as my better self; yes^ I will 
«* fly to mademoiselle dc V——, at her 
*' feet twill unfold every secret of my 
*' heart ; she is proud, she is generous, 
^^ she will reject a hand, a person, unac- 
^* companied by the heart ; her passions 
^though strong are pliant; I know her 
^^ sensations seldom preserve a medium ; 
" her character is composed of extremes, 
** and the sentiments which will succeed 
^ to those she has already experienced, will 
** take their energy from the overflowing 
*' of those which preceded them, and her 
^f indiflference will soon become as marked 
«* AS her former pajiRtiality. Some new ob« 
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** jcct will awaken another romaitfic piis- 
*' sion, and I shall.be forgotten, 

*' Nay, a mpraenf s patience, and I have, 
*' done. I know thou wilt ujjge (that first 
•' great obstaclp vanquishedj ou( fanulies' 
'' rooted hatred, the difference of our re- 
'I ligion ; but t^ie omnipotence of love and 
" reason shall subdiie their united fdi^ce. 
•* Is not the essence of ouc faith the same? 
*' Are not thy sublime sentiments nay or- 
*' thodoxy ? Arid for tbo^ idle ceremo- 
" nies, framed to fascinate the vulgar 3oul, 
*' and win the faith through the mediiim of 
*' the senses, these riiou wilt recant to satisfy 
•'the world's scruples: and for our fa- 
** thers, are we not their cbiMrin^ their 
*' only children ? And though their hearts 
** in the first flush of anger cast us from 
*' them, y£t,oh Imogen ! the parent's heart 
*^ is Nature's ibrone: she will exert her 
" sweet prerogative, a^id give us b^ck our 
*^ tender claims. Then thou, inore fa- 
«* voured than the herald doye of heaven's 
** peace, shalt not on]^ bear thC; olis/f^ 
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"^^Irancbitm our femiiies, but also find 
*' a resting-place for ^ thine own bosom. 
•* Meantime, until this btessed moment 
♦^arrives, let us seize this golden oppor- 
** tunity. Another day makes Laon the 
V king's, and disbands bis officers from im- 
^^ mediate duty. On the skirts of the 
*^ forest of Ardennes I possess a sweet' re- 
*' treat, miz^ by my mother's right. ^ Thi- 
*' ther, oh Imc^n ! let us fly from a world 
** I know /&o// despisest, and I no longer * 
^* prize. Let us renounce its cares, its 
*' errors, its prejudices, and its conten- 
^' tions : imptiradised in sweet seclusion, 
^ all possessing and all possessed, let us 
•^ snatch the wreath of bliss, which fate 
^ suspends o*er our heads, ere time withers 
^' its freshness: let us quaff the cup qf 
^ rapture ere experience poisons its sweets. 
** Loving and beloved, delighting and de- 
^ lighted, we will chasten the ardour of 
♦* passion with the delicacy of sentiment, 
*^ and i^trengthen its powers by the reci- 
♦^ procal communion of the mind's ijitclli- 
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'' gcnce. Mutually exerting ourselv^ ia 
*^ the cause of virtue, the happiness we 
'' bestow on others ^hall be reflected b^dci 
'* on ourselves. Our souls, burning jwith 
<' equal ardouc to attain to che suoiniit of 
** human excellence^ and to diffuse it, 
V shall mingle and combine their forces, 
'• and act with incessant energy in the 
*' cau^e, of reason and benevolence. Supe- 
•* /ior to those fatal prejudices from which 
the sufferings of mankind emerge, the 
spirit of truth shall fill our minds, and 
** .our precepts and examples shall dissemi- 
'^ nate its salutary effects. Thus rich in 
" virtue and in love, our state will be that* 
*< of the beatified, and that heaven shall 
^' be ours of which faith and fancy do but 
** dream. '^ 

Tlic baron ceased, apparently overcome 
by that picture of virtuous felicity he had 
sketched in such warm tints ; while hla 
cage^r and enraptured eye pursued the vary- 
ing expression of Imogen's countenance, 
>vhich so finely pourtraycd the correspond*^ 
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xr^ emotions of htr heart. Now transpoff s 
tiirob heaved her bosom with the wildest 
psipitsiicion, and the languor of passion 
swam in her melting eye: now the spirit 
of virtucsubiimed rhdr glance, and kindled 
all their fire. Nowthe blush of love faded 
on her cheek beneath the oppress ve joya 
which seized her imagination : and no\^ 
the energy of virtue diffused srdeeper glow. 
Alternately the mistress or iht heroine, alJ 
impassioned ©r alV sublimed; dissolWc^ 
elated, overwhelmed, she remained for i 
considerable time lost in the delirium of 
ber heart and imagination. 

The baron, who construed her silencei. 
her abstraction, her great and visible emo* 
lion, into a tacit ratification of his hearO 
fond wishcs> fell at her feet, and, seizing 
both her hands, raised his: eyes to hcaveri, 
and exclaimed : **Tbow art mine ! and here 

•* in the face of heaven I swear " 

. Imogen released her hand, placed it on 
his lips, and almost breatliless faintly in« 
terrupted himv 
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«* Forbear, my lord !'' she exchimtdp 
assisting him to rise, *' you know not 
*• what you do. One moment forbear I 
«and -•' / r^ 

*' Imogen, what meanest thmi.?*' he 
tremulously demanded. 

" Give me, my lord, give mc but one 
** moment, and then W-r-** 

She arose in great perturbaiiofi, walked 
lip and down the tent with a yaryii^ pace> 
her heart throbbed with violence, her co- 
lour successively changed from white to 
led ; by degrees her agitation subsided, an 
air of dignity gradually involved her whole 
form, the varying expression of her couH'* 
tenance assumed the character of self-con- 
£dence reposing on the united strength of 
reason and virtue ; her mind, with all its 
native and uncommpn powers, was for the 
first time called on to reveal its force i 
she felt the solemnity of the appeal, and 
triumphed in her conscious ability to an- 
swer it. The sentiments, the determina- 
tions, of the preceding night, rushed to her. 
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tnembry, and strengthened the weakness e^f 
her heart. She approached the baton wittv 
a mild and steady countenanGe ; chen» 
seating herself opposite to him^ she said 
with a gentle smile : 

*' My lord, I have to thank you for this 
Tp^ieot endurance of emotion, perhaps 
*' ti>Q wieakly indulged^ and not wiihcut 
*« d^eulty repressed t for though: I bs^ve 
*^ listened tio you in silent atte^moaj yd! 
^' it wa$ with aoiaacment^ and somciiai^ 
^' perhaps with a str€xnger,and more tendet" 
•* sentiment. Yes, I ^^ill confers rlrat my 
** bean eritered but too dcepJy intp those; 
** visionary schemes which yours sostrpagf- 
«* ly, so dangcroiwty, delineated ; and my 
^' mind became the lilting captive of tJie 
** sophistry of yours. To me, my lord, you 
^* have unfolded every sentiment of a heart 
for the possession of which, sanctioned 
by virtue, by duty, and by reason, I 
** would bajter the empire of the worlds 
«' and think the purchase cheap.*' Imo- 
gen for a moment paused, the colour 
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lieightened in her cheeky she sighed, and 
continued : 

** Whatever were my native endows 
•' ments^ the unalienable possessions of my 
♦' nature, I was ignorant of their power 
^* and extent until I first knew yoU| fny 
*^ lord. Till thH period, perhaps ihe most 
^ momentous of my life^ I knew not I had 
*< a heart so rich in sweet emotion^ feel* 
^ kigs capable of such profound sensibi« 
*' lity, $o alive , to woe, $o awakened to 
«• bliss ; for till then nor woe or blfes had 
•^ e'er assailed met my life a long dead 
«« calni, joyless though serene, unintercst^ 
«< ing though unruffled^ stole on in listlesfs 
''apathy, undelighting and undesircd* 
*' JEach day promised but the literal echo 
•* of that which had expired : I beheld its 
** birth with indifference, and only felt a 
*«joy when its wearisome and oft-told 
'* round had crept into oblivion. I pressed 
'^ my nightly pillow with no fond recol- 
^* lection to warm my dream; or if I 
'^dreamed of happiness, I wakened in 
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•^ ainazemcnt, and wondered if indeed U? 
•* could exists save in a dream. Then I 
f* rc«c without a hope to gild the coming' 
** hoursi J^nd wi$hed for night to sleep and 
^♦drcam again. You came, my lord, in' 
'^'humble seeming came ; but your mind" 
^ scofied'at disguise, and you were still* 
^ yourself.. The attractive force of syml 
«' pathy drew us toeachodler; the intel- 
ligence of thy mind' called forth the bet- 
ter qualities of mine, and my soul in itis- 
progressive eirpansion did but emulati^ 
the grandfcr elevation of yours. IVn-' 
^* mured from all' kindred associationi V 
•« resemblbd ar flower sown by some vaghinf 
'* breeze in a soil uncongenial to its naHi- 
ture : drooping in the shadewhichxhilled' 
its^ growth and^ veiled its blushes, bur 
«* permitted to receive the sun's nurturing* 
** glow, it lifts ks languid head, and be- 
**tra3rsits blushing colours to the radiant 
••^beam. You came, my lord, and said, 
•• Let there te light, and there was light.- 
l^ Then each day was pr^ant witk in^ 
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** terest, life aSsuitied a new and tovcKcr 
" aspect : I rose with the fond expectation 
*' of tastingjoys more exquisite than , those 
^y I had already experienced^ and at night 
" I pressed my pillow with the recoHectio« 
•* of the day's events throbbing at^my 
" delighted heart ; sweet was the dream 
•' of rt^y rest, but sweeter still the awaken- 
*' ing thought which chased it from my 
*' pillow. Your rank in life I then thought 
'* inferior even to my own, all humble as 
*? it was ; but with me you stood superior 
** and alone; o? if in the scale of human 
•* creation I assigned you a place, it only 
"igave jne a higher opinion of the spccic{5> 
'* to which you belonged than in my mo-*.' 
'♦.ments of warmest philanthropy I nai 
" dared to indulge in. Had 1 thcn'pos^ 
*' sesscd the empire of the worid, it had 
•' been thine. The empire of my heart^ 
«« was all I owned, and I bestoviTd it on 
«' thee. Then would I have flown with 
«* thee to the remotest corner of the earth, 
*« gladly have shared thy sorrows or thy 
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♦•jays, assuaged thy sufferings or exalted 
•* thy pleasures." 

" Imogen \ Imogen I" wildly interrupt- 
ed the baron, unable to repress the extacy 
of his heart. 

^* For then, my lord/* continued Imo- 
gen firmly^ without suffering him to pro- 
ceed^ " society had no claims on me which 
" (standing in the relation to each other 
•• I then believed we did) could have beert 
"injured. Desolate and alone, deserted 
•* by the world, and ignorant of its opi- 
•* nions or its laws, an alien from my birth^ 
*'^(?/r would have been my z»orld ^ in you 
" all those ti^s so dear to the human heart 
\vould have been united; and in joining 
my destiny to yours I should have vio- 
lated no duty, betrayed no trust, com- 
'*mitted no injury* But now, my lord, 
'^ the sweet illusion is vanished- Ha:dst 
*• thou been still but the minstrel of PrO^- 
•* vence, haply even still the daughter of 
** St. Dorval had been thine ; but as thcr 
^'baronde Montargis~nevcrl'* 
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it Never ! God ofheavcn ! Never ! Ofe 

** Imogen ! beware — thou " 

*' My [ord, I entreat you wiH hear inc 
" out. Since we parted* wr the gallery of 
•* MoiititK^rell an extraordinary, chwge hag 
** taken place in my situation. I anv no 
5* longer 341 aiien>, unconnected^ deserted; 
-^' the importam scene of liie- ia open tp^ 
•* mc ; I have received the part allotted 
" me so perform ; and*hoM^ever fr^U how-» 
** ever weak, the secret nv)vements of my 
*' heart, my artion&at Iwst shall not &ully 
."the dignity of the Gharacter L am- to- 
'^ sustain* 1 owe a duty tosociety whick* 
*^ I will not betray. Yes, 1 will respect 
^^ those social^ bonds> which dcaaiv manki\nd^ 
'* together, nor by resigning myself ta the 
*• overwheln^ng inflnence of passion, a£- 
*' ford fehe young,, the thoughtless^ and 
** jtlie imprudent, an example- to justify 
'^ dicir own improper conduct. The duty 
*** I owe my father I will never sacrifice to 
. •* the gratification of my own propensities 4. 
'' I will not again rob him of a child so^ 



•• Tately found, so longdcpfored.;, I will not 

•Vabandan his arms in the moment when 

^' they open with tender longings to re«» 

**cmve me^ nor wilJ 1, under the in*- 

** fluence of an unhappy passion, visit 

•* back his early ' errors on his head, and 

*' make the crimes of the child the father's 

•* drowiful atribution : no, when J forsake 

** my fether may God forsake me. To you> 

*•* oh my lord, what do I not owe to you ? 

A. love that formed my heart's first, best 

blessing ; the sacrifice of your ambition^ 

your prejudices,^. oh God ! even, of your 

*' filial duty, your probity, and your ho-. 

'* nour;, for me you would violate them 

«* All. And shall I take a treacherous ad* 

*' vantage of your love ? shall. I assist you 

•' to perpetuate those feuds which, have so 

^ long disunited our families ? shall. I tear 

^ you from your father's heart, and plant 

«' another dagger in the wound my mo- 

*' ther's fatal pas$ion inflicted ? shall I se- 

•f,dwcc you to. sully that honour so imma^ 

•* culate, to violate a promise ^o solemnly 
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' made, and to break the heart of an ami- 
f able and affectionate woman^ to whom 
' you owe every thing, and who looks 
forward to a union with the object of 
' her first tenderness as the consummation 
' of her happiness, the reward of her 
' long-tried constancy ? No, my Iord> 
* never ! And here I swear in the face of 

' heaven ^'' 

" Imogen j Imogen, drive mc not mad{** 
wildly exclaimed the baron, snatchingher 
<ilasped and uplifted hands ; *' make tne 
" not hate thy dazzling virtues. Thihke§t 
*\ thou, wondrous but insensible woman^ 
•^ that I am more or less than man, that 
thus you dare to tamper with my heart, 
my reason, and my passions ? Is it thus 
**thou wouldst tear thy image from my 
«* soul by fastening round it, even in all 
*' thy amiable severity, with more than all 
♦* thy former power ? Oh I if indeed thou 
«* wouldst teach me to sacrifice every hope 
•* of happiness to prudence ' f for rcasoa 
«' exacts no such Self-immolation) , invoke 
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me not with those melting eyes ; preach 
not to me the rigid laws of fastidious 
♦' virtue, with the look, the eloquence of 
«• angek j nor, whilst thou woulcjst have me 
** worship thee as a saint, make me adore 
•* thee as a woman* Recal, in mercy ta 
•'me and (suffer me to say) to thyself^ re- 
** cal chat half4)rcathcd vow - which the 
^-^fanaiicism, not the moderate spirit, of 
*' virtue elicited. Or if thou wilt not re- 
•^ tract what thou hast already uttered, let 
'' that vow to heafvcn be— that thou art 
" mine for ever/* ^ 

** That, my locd, I cannot be, even on 
*'^(?«r terms, since f/&<*j included a recan- 
♦' tation of religion ; for though thou 
»' knowest in the very region of supersti- 
tion I laughed at her fopperies and her 
errors, even with her professional votaries, 
♦* yet since my public apG$tacy would 
•' wi^und my father^s heart (deep-wedded 
** to the religion of his ancestors) in its 
••most vital nerve, 1 will not make it ; for 
•• I ^n more certain it is an act of true 
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^ religion to avoid wounding a tendfer pai 
*^ rentes heart, than I am of any spcGuhtive 
•* point of feith whatever.** 

"Theneaneei that demand in thy ar-2' 
'^ tides- of capitulation/' said the baron 
with reviving spirits, ** and thy God shalt 
*' be my God. Imc^n, *tis in vain thou 
^^ wouldst throw me from thee; for in spite 
^'of all thy prudent scruples thoa wile 
*^ still be mine. '^^ 

" Then, my lord/* $md Imogen with 
firmness^ ai)d dignity >^^*' claim me openly 
** from my father ; for the duty i owe my-i- 
*' self^ independent of every other, will! 
*'. prevent me creeping meanly into a &•' 
" nvilyv which: would reject me with con*^ 
^' tempt." m 

«« Imogen, you- wish' to drive me to dis^* 
•' traction^ to wrench from me the ho|>c 
'^of being beloved, as well as the cer« 
•* tainty of being rejected. Away with* 
^' that air of proud and conscious virtue. 
*• No,, madam, it is not virtue, it is indif^ 
*» fcrence,. which furnishes you with these 
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" all-prudcnt arguments. Yoii bid me 
.«• claim you from your father, because yovk 
*' know the count St. Dorval would spurn 
'' me from his feet, if even there I kneeling 
*' syed him for his daughter. By heaven9» 
"iady^, you trifle with jny paasion^ and 
*' use me likea froward child, now soothed 
♦' and now corrected in its follies.'* 

The baron arose, a^d paced the^ tent in 
great per tu rbat ion . 1 mogen, trembling at 
bis vipjencev held out her .hand to bin?, 
and faintly smiling through hertears>ex^ 
cUin^ed : *' Oh ! these ^ff noi your seftti- 
•'ments; that too ardent affection which 
*Vso candidly breathed its existence t© 
«' your ears cannot be doubted. Alas I 
** my lord, ere the secret of my heart 
** wis unfolded to myself,, thou wert its 
•'master.'* 

" Imogen,*' said the baron, calmed and 
softened by her tender address, and taking 
her offered hai[id^ as he seated himself 
by her, ** Imogen^ forgive me; 1 know, 
••not what I nay^ 1 do potj, daxe not^ 
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** doubt the existence of thy afFcctieirV 
^^ Hast thou not (oh dear confession I) con- 
*• descended to own I once might havfe 
** he^tiaU 4be iDortd la ibie. Oh! let us 
•^ still, my lovely friend, be all the wcarld 
- •^^ to each other* Thus prostrate at thy 
•' feet let me su|^licate, let me implore 
•' thee, hot to annihils^, by iD-ttmied cau- 
*^ tion^ (hat wpndrous happiness we might 
^ enjoy by living for each other, jmd mii^ 
" tually exerting ourselves in the cause of 
« virtue/* ^ 

Imogen, alnK)st overpowered by the 
energy, the passion, of the baron's mani 
n^rs, and by arguments but too conscHiant 
to the tone bifher heart's sccrer wishes, yet 
still stniggling io support herself through^ 
the difficult part that virtue and reason com- 
manded her to support, faintly exclairafcd : 
** Rise, my lord ; that humiliating attitude 
** is mockery tome and to yourself.** The 
baron arose : an angry blush glowed on his 
cheek. *5 Yes,** continued Imogen firmly, 
" ^e tx;ill mutually exert ourselves in the 
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" cause of vtrtoc, but that can never be 
promoted by our union, except there is 
a virtue in sacrificing every considera* 
tl<m to our own desires, in breaking the 
</ heart of a tender parent, in violating a 
^ sacred promise, in perpetuaciogan heie-i 
•* ditaiy discord/ in—--*--** 

** Pardon roe, madam/* interrupted the 
hu^an coidly r ^ we we arguing cm un^ 
*^ equal terms : you frcvn the head, 1 from 
•• the hcarl, from the fcelir^, aiid cannot 
stoop, to sarcasm* My ideas of virtue 
are not so very arbitrary as you appear 
to imagine; they do not vary with the 
*' dictates of my passion, they are perhapf 
" fixed and immutable as your own. I 
*' have done 5 I cannot combat the so* 
** phistlcal arguments of a brain so fertile 
<* in conjuring up phantoms to scare the 
*' soul's most ardent wishes/* 

"Oh no; my dear, my best friend,** 
exclaimed Imogen, again taking the hand 
he had withdrawn from hers, •* give but 
** thy understanding a moment's sway^ and 
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it will teU thee whsrt: I have urged are 
mt phantoms^ but the palpabk beings of 
" reason*^ own cicatiom^'^ > ^ 

^'Andistrae, ferveiil»>, and unalterable 
^' passion^'^ aaid the baron^ half tenderly; 
half reproachfully, ^ so veny sobservienc 
*< to the influence of the understanding > 
^ Can its vital glow chill in the heart to the 
^gg<^ion of reason^ and its throbbing 
pulse cease to beat when prudence com* 
mands ? Oh Imogen, yo» have never 
«' loved— by heavens, never !•** 

** Never P fointly TCpeated Imogen tu rn- 
ing her melting^eyes full on him with a re^ 
proachfut and tsnder smile : " Never !** ' 
^ Oh r forgive, forgive,^ safd the baron;, 
pressing her folded haiidsto his eager lips^ 
"Imogen,, it is j^i^ who drive me wild t 
^ then bear with the effects of your dan- 
** gerous influence^ Yes^ it is a heart, a 
♦» soul, tender, ardent, exalted as^ thine,. 
*^ that is alone capable of receiving the di- 
" vine impression of love. Yes, you, have 
^* Iw^d :. that sublime,^ that profound $efl»^ 
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«^ ttiixieat ihaspenetnbted your whdie beiti^ ; 
Vjeven now it irradiates thy looks^ glows 
^^ on thy <:he6k^ and sheds an air of divi« 
** nity abound thy whole person. Oh, Imo- 
^'gen ! can I then r^ign the precious 
^ heart thou hast enriched me with ? can 
'' 1 itamely cede the inestimable felicity it 
«* bestowis on me ? Tiiink, my Jbeloved 
*• friend, of the ties which unite us, the 
^* unity of our minds, the reciprocity erf' 
'* our sentiments, the sympathy of our 

*' souls, and '* 

** Oh cease,my lord^ in merqr cease,^ ' ex- 
claimed Imogen in great emotion. ** Why^ 
*< by these arguments which flow only 
f from thy heart, wouldst thoi; deceive 
*' thyself and me ? Consider for a moment 
** the barrier which fate has placed be-^ 
*^ tween us. No, never, never, can I be 
** thine/* 

Never ! Imogen, it is indifference only 
could prompt ibat assertion. Love as« 
*« surcd by love never despairs. When 
'< ibe heart reposes on the tenderness of a 
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*' kindn^ hea«, its ftir foopes are he vet 
♦* blighted. L*6ve, inunml hive, is nsttini- 
•' potent ; it i« iti; owii dtstifty/* 

** When love is opposed by virtue, ttiy 
^* lord, it u not omnipoteftt ; it k only in 
** alliance with it, it feaU-potveffeil^ This 
•^ transient gust of pais^idn owr-^-— •• 

^ Titan^sknt gust !** fepe&ted the baton 
witl^^^imofiy t "b^it it is well. Yet trust 
♦'me, liifdy, alt-iftdifFerent and coM as now 
^ I ;9efe thou art, thou art not so ail- 
*' indifferent as thou wouldst believe. No, 
*' whatever thy pride may urge, thy pru- 
«' dcnce dit:tt«€> in confirming wj lYHsery 
^"^you will not secure your own happiness. 
^'I^mogen, Imogen, b«^ thy heart theum- 
«^' pirebetween us, and it will tell thee we 
*f weit formed for each other. And oh, my 
•^too^eiisGning, too prudei^t friehd, when 
*' by this resistance to our mutual felicity, 
•* d©sititty sha^il for eVei^,^vef part us ; when 
♦'deMh itself cianonly place a stronger 
^ barrier between us; when we shall have 
^ behcM each c*hcr, heard each other^ for 
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*' the lasi, last tktie ; when ^nokher shall 
*' Gialm those vows o»r eyes once ^o fondlf 
** interchange^ ; event when the diffidence^ . 
^' o( in&nt love shrinks from all other 
<< comrtHinication^i and. our hearts^ trki'^ 
^< tually thrilling with the lingering arddut 
<' of their first immutable passion^ shall 
** shrink from th6— — '* 

^ My lord, my lord, 1*11 hear noimoref' 
interritpt&d Imogen in an agony of mind 
thit mingl^ in her coiintenance all i^ 
ardour of the most refined^ the most glow«» 
ing passion. Struggling with the nearly 
Overpowered resolves of viituse and of rca« 
son, *f Save me,*' she criedi while tears 
dried on her feurniag cheeks ; *^ Oh, De 

*' Montargis, save me from dicr, from 

« myfedfc*' 

The baroQ. caught her in his arms. 

? Thje Contest is over,'* he exclaimed. 

*' These teatsS, thcsie blushes arc love's 

** Q^n concession, and thou art mine for 

« ever !*' 

, For a mMnent^ one moment only, love 
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was indeed victorious. On the next, Imo- 
gen had released hersdf from the baron's 
embrace, and falling on her knees^ in a 
solemn but rapid voice she exclaimed : 
f* I swqar by all i bold most sac red, never 
** to receive the baron dc Montargis as my 
^ husband, but with the mutual consent of 
** our parents while they Kve/* 

Then wholly oveirome by the conflict, 
the emotion, the : struggle she had sus« 
tained, she fell pale and lifeless at the 
baron*s feet. Every feeling, every sensa- 
tion in the breast ofdeMpntai:gis, was ab-» 
sorbed in that the late effort of mind, and 
thesituatbn it had throWaher into,awaken- 
ed« He hung over her with the tender 
fears, the same intense anxiety, as the mo- 
ther who trembles for the fluttering life of 
the infent that droops on her nurturing 
bosom. In delicacy to his prisoner he dared 
not call for assistance, and he was almost 
incapable of rendering any himself. Imo- 
gen, who, though overcome by corporal 
weakness brought on by mental suiFerii^s, 
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^was not senseless, made^n effort to shake 
off the weakness that pressed her to the 
<arth. The baron raised her in his arrtis, 
Imogen gently extricated herself, and tot- 
tered to a seat ; while a faint and eloquent 
smile, and a slight motion of the head^ 
seemed to deprecate that bodily infirmity 
in which the mind had no share, 

*' Fear not/* said the baron in a low and 
affecting voice as she appeafrcd to shrink 
from his approach : *' thou hast nothing 
** more to fear from my importunity, since 
" I have now nothing more to hope, I will 
^* at least endeavour to emulate that excel- 
^* Icnce I dare never expect to attain, Oh^ 
''Imogen ! more omnipotent in thy virtue 
than even in all the lustre of thy genius 
and thy charms, 1 submit: thou hast 
** conquered. Yes, I resign thee ; yet to 
*' the end of time I shall persist in think* 
** ing thee mine by the most sacred ties 
'** that bind soul to soul. In another and 
•'abetter world I will reclaim thee, and 
^'the heaven which formed us for each 
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•Mother will then smile upon our etertfal 
•* reumoTi^" 

. The baron*s voice faultered ; emotion 
eheck^ his utteramre. Imogen wept bit- 
terly, and extended her hand towards him. 
He held it for a moment alternately to his 
jprehead and his heart ; then pressing it to 
his lips, dropped on it a burning tear^ and 
suddenly letting it fall, covered his face 
with his mantle, and rushed out of the 
tent. 
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